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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.’"—DR. JOHNSON. 
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A Farce, in One Act. 
BY WALTER DEVEREUX WHITTY, ESQ. 
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facing the audience. . 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Brealk-fast-room in MR. Eee snceeg S 
house, at Sydenham. Window, C., backed by 
garden ; doors R. and L. 2 E. Mr. and Mrs. 
PITZHERDERT discovered at breakfast-table, 


, the former w. of table, reading paper ; the 
faliey R. Of tahle. 


‘do. 


L. Fredericks. ‘You cannot imagine how absurd you are 


would never tolerate any disrespect in any one to 
you, particularly in the case of a servant; were 

such a thing even probable, you cannot surely sav 
‘that I set a precedent. 

Mrs. F. [with great indignation.] Yes, sir, you 
When a gentleman so far forgets himself as 
to take his servant into his confidence, the ser- 

vant, of course, takes his cue from his master. 

Fitz. Ha, ha, ha! why, what delusion is this? 
making 
‘yourself, Louisa. 

Mrs. F. Pray what is all this whispering con- 
tinually occurring between vou and Straps? And 
why, sir, has Straps orders to detain all your 
letters? There must be something very disgrace- 
ful in your correspondence, or 1 should not be 
excluded from a know ledge of it. 

Fitz. Well, come, give me another cup of tea, 
‘and I'll tell you all about it. (Ms. FitzHERBERT 
gives tea—F 1TZHERBERT again refers to paper. 

Mrs. F. Well, sir, Iam all attention! 

Fitz. How unfortunate! J tind that the funds 
are down this morning, and shall have to run up 
to the city to sce my broker. 

Mrs. F. As I expected. Mr. Fitzherbert is 


Mrs. Fitzherbert. You might put down your never at a loss for an excuse! The funds, indecd! 


paper, sir, and pay a little attention to what Tam 
saving. 


Fitzherbert, My dear, I am never indifferent to. 


any remarks you may choose to make. 
Mrs. F. Indeed, sir; then perhaps you will be, 
good-natured for once in vour life. 


| ‘never eat another morsel. 


I see vour object—you are determined to break 
my heart! [Beginning to sob. 
Fitz. My angel !—you'll exhaust my patience— 
do take your breakfast. 
Mrs. F. I shall not take my breakfast, sir; IP’ 
I'll starve myself, and 


Fitz. You know, wy darling, the sole object of then, sir, you will be tried for manslaughter. 


my existence is vour gratification. 


‘Mrs. F. Ver ‘y well, sir; then I may count on self, I cannot help it. 


your dismissing that odious, vulgar, impudent, 
servant man of yours. 

Fitz. My dear, your aversion to Straps is unac-. 
countable, if not ungenerous. 


Mrs. F. [beginning to cry.) There, sir, you say me here, sir, on your return. 


you only live for me, yet in no one instance do you 
consult my happiness ! 

Fitz. Now, Louisa, don’t be foolish; what can 
be vour objection to Straps? 

Mrs. F. In the first place, I can’t endure him, 
and in the second, I think vou are much _ too 
familiar with your servant. Endeavor to recollect, 


If you are resolved to make a fool of vour- 
[Looking at his watch.] 
ve just ten minutes to catch the train—[rising 


Fitz. 


Jrom table)—and put my cvat on. Ishall be home 


to.dinner, darling. 

Mrs. F’. [erying bitterly.) Then yowll not find 
I shall seek protec- 
tion from such ill- -usage and neglect with papa 
and mamma. 

Fitz, Oh, no, you'll think better of that! [About 
to embrace her.] Won't it give its dear Augustus 
a kiss? 

Mrs. F. [repelling him.] No, sir, never—never 
again! You have now forfeited all right to any 


Mr. Fitzherbert, that vou are nolongera bachelor atlection I might have entertained for you. 


in chambers at ‘Oxford, but a married man, and 
and again, sir, | 


moving in respectable society ; 

your unbecoming condescension ‘has destroved all 

that respect which Straps ought to observe to- 
wards his master’s wife ! 
Fitz. There, my love, you do me injustice; I 


Fitz. You'll make yourself ill, darling. 

Mrs. F. Then I shall die the sooner, sir. 

Fitz. Oh, it’s only joking ; you'll be better pres- 
ently—bve, bye, honey! I'll send your maid to 
vou. [Going to wing.) Mary, come to your mis- 
tress ; she’s got a headache. [Evit, L. 
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{Act I, Scene 1. 


! 
| 


| Enter MARY, L. | never said a truer thing in the whole of his hami- 
' Mary. Ob! my dear mistress, what is the mat- able career. 
ter? Fitz. Very well, Straps. [Crossing to L.] Such 
Mrs. F. My heart is broken, Mary! Your’ being the case, you sce the danger I shall be in if 
master is a brute ! you fail me! 
Mary. La, mum, that handsome gentleman! ‘ Straps. Give yourself no more hanxiety, sir, ’cos 


Mrs. F. How do you know he is handsome, you When Straps says he’ll do a thing he means it— | 
minx f ,it’s a wirtue which shone in our family, and hif | 


Mary. La, mum, T’ve heard you say so a dozen | you can heradicate that wirtue in the last of the 
times! race, you'll lick Hannibal, as we used to say at | 
Mrs. F. You naughty girl. I never said any- | Hoxford. 
thing of the sort! he’s an ugly, provoking monster.| Fitz. [at door, L.) All right, I'll rely on you. 
Mary. Well, mum, you are so contrary—I hope: Lvit L. 
I haven’t offended you, mum. Straps. Vell, I pities master, that I does, for 


Mrs. F. I am not vexed with you, Mary. such a swell as he is, too, it’s a melancholy case; 
Mary. Don’t make any apology, ma’am, I begs. | hif any hold haunt o’ mine vas to hinterfere with © 
I bears no ill will, especially with such a pretty, / My matrimonial harrangements, I’d heither give 
kind mistress as you is, mum. her a startling hinterview, or hinvite her to a cup 
Fitz. [without.] Straps, bring me my boots—the 0’ tea, sweetened with harsenic—to say nothink of 
strong ones, you rascal. the sprinklin’ on the mutftins and butter to foller! . 


Mrs. F. There’s your master, Mary; let me get! 
to my own room; and, Mary, I shall want you to PE EAE OU OTE ON OTE Be 
go to the circulating library and get me the new Mary. Good morning, Mr. Straps. __ 
novel, “‘ Mabel, the Mildewed.” | Straps. What, Mary, my popskyvopski! 
(Exit, followed by Mary. Pregats None of your imperance, if you please, 
Enter FITZHERBERT. ee eerape 
Fite. Where is that Straps? Straps, you vil- : nile re ean payee ee by Lanes ro] | 
lain, are you bringing those boots? reat ela aa isha tg 
A an ’air of your beautiful ’ead on no account vot- 
Enter STRAPS. \somhever. But how spruce we are this morning. 
Straps. (talking as he advances.] 1m a comin’, Is it a bank ’oliday, or what is it? You hactually 
sir. [Appears at door with boots.) Lor’, sir, what looks ’andsomer than ever—hi never claps my 
an ’urry you are in; here’s your boots with a heye on such a real right down slapbang Wenus 
reg’lar Crystil Palas polish on ’em; vy, you can | as you is, but love swells out my manly bosom to 
see your face in ’em like a looking-glass—take aj such a hextent, that it busts all the buttons off 
sight, sir. Haas them up to FITZHERBERT’ face, my vestcoat, and as the black man says in the 
who kicks him behind.] Oh, sir! you’ve touched a play, ‘ Ven I loves you not, chaos is come agin.” 
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tender chord. 
Fitz. [putting on boots.) Straps, any letters, 


this morning ? | 


Straps. Not as I’m aweer on, sir. Between: 
you and me and the bedpost, sir, I think that ere 
postman’s heither taken to intoxicatin’ liquors, or 
he’s fallen a wictim to the measles; there’s a lot 
on ’em about. 

Fitz. Lot o’ what? 

Straps. Measles, sir, floatin’ about in the hut- 
most fear. 

Fitz. Well, Straps, you must keep a sharp look- 
out; I’m sitting on thorns. | 

Straps. Well, sir, that’s an huncommon disa- | 
greeable seat fora gentleman as hasa country seat, | 
and one as I’d never choose 0’ my own haccord. 

Fitz. Straps, things are coming to a climax, | 
you must be extra diligent; if your mistress. 
should get to know my secret, the game is up. 

Straps. Well, sir, 'U do my best to prevent 
things going to a climax, but where that ere place 
is ’'m not in a position to lay my finger on, as 
my ’graphical edication was sadly neglected. 

Fitz. You know her handwriting, Straps? 

Straps. Her ‘andwriting? I should rather 
think Ido. I wasn’t a heruption o’ buttons in, 
vour haunt’s ’ouse at Brompton for nothink. Ob, 
no, I’m tolerable familiar with the rummy ways: 
of that ere elderly party. 

fitz. Well, Straps, of course you’re aware that 
were my aunt to be cognizant of my marriage, all 
my expectations from that quarter would vanish 
Into thin air, as Macbeth says. 

Straps. Mr. Macbeth was right for once—he 
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Mary. Lor’, Mr. Straps, why, you talk just like 
a book. 

Straps. Ah, my poppet, that’s in consequence 
of my being hedicated at Hoxford! I took my de- 
gree at Brazenface, in Halmer Mater. 

Mary. Lor’, Mr. Straps, what degree did they 
give you? 

Straps. Bachelor o’ harts, my love. 

Mary. Oh! what cruel people! but you are not 
going to remain a bachelor, I hope, Mr. Straps, 
are you? 

Straps. Oh, dear, no! not if I knows it—not if . 
my ie A es will let me lead her to the hy- 
menial halter, as they says in the noosepapers. 

Mary. Oh, you insinuating creature! 

Mrs. F. [without.] Have you gone, Mary? 

Mary. Ob, lor, there’s missis! I must run 
away, Mr. Straps. { Crosses to door L. 

Straps. Vy, vere are you hoff to, my ’Iland las- 
sie ? ' [Bringing her to c. 

ee To the circulating hbrary to bring missis 
a novel, and to call at the post-office. 

Straps. To the post-office! [Aside.] Here’sa 
go—vot the doose vill master sav, should she get 
hold of his letters? Vy, there’ll be a heruption 
like a sackful of squibs. [Zo Mary.] Never 
mind the post, my turtle dove, I'll look arter that. 

Mary. Youneedn’t trouble yourself, Mr. Straps; 
I know my place, not like some people I could 
mention, but won’t for fear of ’urtin’ their feelings. 

Straps. Now vot’s your little game—vot hare 
you a drivin’ at? 

Mary. J know all about it, Mr. Straps—missus 
has told me all. [ Gets to door L. 
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Straps. Lhe be her.| Here, you mustn't go. Straps. Brilliant, did you say, ma’am? Why, 
She boxes his ears and exits, door L. ‘the big wigs was so pleased with master that they 

Gone to the post-office—why, she’s sure to get gave him a hongcore, as they do at the theyaters, 
hold of master’s letter. I must foller or perish in! and actually hallowed him to go back to his hone 


the hattempt. [About to go out at door, L. room, and work it all over agin. 
Enter Mrs. FITZHERBERT, R. Mrs. F. [wiping her eyes—aside.|] Poor Augus- — 
Mrs. F. Straps! tus! How he must have thought of me in the midst | 
| Straps. Yes, mum. of all his triumphs. [Zo StTraps.} It must have 
' Mrs. F. Where are you going f been a proud moment for him, Straps. 
Straps. Goin’, ma’am—I was only goin’— Straps. Proud! bless yer, master warn’t a bit 
Mrs. F. Going! Where? proud, he arn’t that sort; but he had to take to 


Straps. Well, mum, if you wants to know very ; the wet towel and soda water agin. Why, they 
particular where I was goin’ to, I was a going to| used to say, at the Black Bull, that Mr. Fitzher- 
take Cesar and Pompey for their constitootional. | bert kept a manufactory of soda water so ’ard a 

Mrs. F. Oh, never mind taking the dogs out goin’, that they ’ad to hadvertise for fresh ’ands in 
to-day, I shall want you to look after the green- | all quarters of the huniverse. 
house this morning. 
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Straps. ({Aside.] I shall be floored, that’s hev- Enter MARY, door L. 
ident. Mrs. F. (with great agitation.| Well, any letters? 
Mrs. F. What did you say, Straps f Straps. (coming down L. of MARy.] Are there | 


Straps. Nothing, ma’am; I was merely holdin’! any letters for master, ’cos if there is, you will | 
a private hexamination as to the hextent of niy please, young ’oman, ’and ’em over to Samivel 
agricultural knowledge, and the opinion of the Straps, Esquire. 


| jury is as it’s exceedingly questionable. Mrs. F. Straps, leave the room, sir ! 
Mrs. F. You will do very well, Straps, for what: Straps. [going off.) My hye, if they ain’t a been 
I require. [Sits R. of c. table. (and gone and done it! [Whipering.] Mary! — 


Straps. Very well, mum. [Aside.] If this [Mary turns round and shakes the letter at him 
here ain’t a snare to entrap me—a combined hac- im triumph. <Aside.] Good heavens, there’s the 
tion of the henemy! [Aloud.] Very well, mum, ;}d——d billy dux—my legs his a givin’ way. Hi 
Ill do my best, and the best can do no more. | know master’ll screw my neck out, but has I’m 


_ What is it to be, mum—is it to be a bucket ? not to blame, it’ll be a slaughter of a hinnocent! | 
Mrs. F. A what? [£erit. 
Straps. A bucket, mum. Mrs. F.. (excitedly.] Now Mary, the letter! | 
Mrs. F. What’s a bucket ? Mary. Here you is, mum, and as you ’nosti- 


Straps. Why, mum, one of them nosegay things cated—— 
you ladies are so fond of smellin’ on when you! Mrs. F. [fainily.] Oh, Mary, say it is not in a 
goes out to swell parties. woman’s handwriting ! 

Mrs. F. Oh, a bouquet. _ Mary. Well, mum, I won’t, only I’m sure it is 
Straps. Yes, mum, a bokay. You'll excuse my not a man’s. I’m quite positive of that, mum! 
pronunciation of the Greek language; hat Hoxford Mrs. F. [sinks into a seat.) Give it to me, and 
we only devoted ourselves to Latin, and them' let me know the worst. [MARY gives the letter 


there light sort o’ things. | with great alarm, looking at letter and bursting 
Mrs. F. I think you were a good deal with into tears.}] Too true—too true! [Jn a passion | 
your master at Oxford. \of grief.| Ob, Mary—Marv, my heart is broken! 


Straps. Lor’ bless you, mum, we was hinsepar- | Straps. I 


peeping in at door.| Here’s ago! Hi 
able, we was; we was has hinseparable as the; wish I could issue the card of invitation at once 
Siamese twins. They used to say of hiand master to that old haunt, bless’d if I wouldn’t invite a 
as we were a reg’lar pair of demons and pity us. select party to meet her. 

Mrs. F. [aside.}] Oh! how could Augustus tol- | Mrs. F. Well, Mary, what are we to do? 
erate such familiarity. (ZoStrraps.] Your mas-| Mary. [sobbing.] Well, mum, I think we'd bet- 
ter was a great scholar. |ter have a good long cry first. [Both weeping. 

Straps. Oh, master knows a deal, he do. Wis-' Straps. [at eee If this’ere vork continues, hi 
dom oozes out of master like perspiration; he was shall have to run for the parish engines. Why 
more like a perambulatin’ cyclopedy than a human the deuce don’t they open the letter ? 
creetur. Lor’, mum, it ould have made your’ Mary. Are you better, mum? 
eyes sore to a’ seed him in the morning witha wet Mrs. F. Yes, I feel much relieved. 
towel wrapped round his head; and, oh! the Mary. Ah, mum, there’s nothing like a good 
passion he ’ad for soda water at them ere times, it cry when you feels in the humor; it’s so cheerful 
was ’stonishin’, that it wor’. ‘like, mum. 

Mrs. F. Indeed! I suppose that was in conse-' Mrs. F. Mary, would there be any harm in our 
quence of his having worked so hard at night? | opening the letter f 

Straps. Hexactly, ma’am. Many’sthetime ’ve Mary. Not by no means, mum. Hif a young 
seen him sit up hall night and fall off his cheer. man of mine was to carry on a correspondence 
out o’ sheer exhaustion, and then I’ve took com-!unbeknownst to me, I should think it but right 
passion on ’im and carried ’im up to bed, where and proper to make myself acquainted with their 
he lay for all the world like a babe in the wood, | billv duxes. 
and I the only little robin left to cover him. | Straps. [at door.] Oh! you're a nice werdent 

Mrs. F. (aside.} Poor Augustus! And this was hinnocent, you are, but I shouldn’t be such a fool 
to make himself worthy of me; alas! howhe has as master. 
degenerated. 'o STRAPS.] I think Pve heard Mrs. F. Well, I think you're right, Mary. 
he passed a brilliant examination, Straps. [ Opening letter. 
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MY HUSBAND’S SECRET. 


(Act I, Scene 1. 


Mary. That’s right, mum, that’s right, just take 
a peep at it first. 


are realized. 

Mary. No! are they, mum? 
have another good cry ? 

Mrs. F. Look here, look here! 
[looking at signature of letter] this bold hussy— 
this Jomima Wiggles, dares to address my hus- 
band as her “ Dear Augustus.” 

Mary. Oh! the impertinent minx. Who'd a 
thought it f 

Mrs. F. Hear what she says. 


Then shall we 


Mrs. F. (starting.] Oh! Mary, my worst = 
| 


away and leave me.” Mary, I shall faint. 

Mary. Go on, mum, go on, mum. 

Mrs. F. What, faint, Mary ? 

Mary. No, mum, you can do that after you’ve 
read the letter. 

Mrs. F. (reading.] ‘“ But I have found you out, 
and intend giving you a surprise this very day.” 
Mary, this is too much; I must faint. 

Mary. Go on, mum, go on. 

Mrs. F. [continuing letter.) “So expect me 
down by the four train, and don’t be silly and 
make any fuss for me, as the charm of your socie- 
ty will amply compensate for any shortcomings in 


‘the entertainment.—Yours very affectionately, 
Mrs. FITZHERBERT drops missis kep me here. 


Jemima Wiggles.” 
the letter and falls fainting in chair, R. of table. 

Straps. [at door.) 
four. 


all. (Disappears. Mrs. F1rzHERBERT sobs bitterly. | off, door L.] 
‘and I suppose I must go through with it. 
‘for Louisa, and here she comes ! 

Mrs. F. Oh, Mary! I shall never be able to hold | 
To think that I should be a I hope youare better, love, yet you look pale; this 


Mary. Oh! don’t take on, mum, please don’t ; it 
hurts my feelings. 


up my head again. 
party in a case of bigamy. The monster! what 
have I ever done to merit such treatment ? 

Mary. Aye, indeed, mum, the monster—the 
wicked monster—these men—these men, mum, 
thev’re all alike—wolves in sheep’s clothing ! 

Mrs. F. But I shall be revenged, Mary. Oh, 
yes, I shall have my revenge! This matter shall 
be fully laid before the public, that they may 
arrive at a proper conclusion. 

Mary. That is right, mum—them’s my senti- 
ments, precisely—shall I send for the police, mum ? 

Mrs. F. Not yet, Mary, not yet—we must be 
cautious. Take me to my room before your mas- 
ter returns, and I'll give him a surprise—such a 


surprise ! [hxrit door R. 
Mary. Aye, such a surprise—the begimal mon- 
ster ! [Exit door R. 


Enter STRAPS, door L. 


Reading letter.] | 
‘My dear Augustus.—You wicked boy to run! 


:your body. 
Straps. Mind my juggler, sir—mind my juggler! | 


you believe it, those idiots actually gave her the 
direction ! 

Straps. The hasses! 

Fitz. But I may lead the old lady a chase yet; 
any letter from her ? 

Straps. Let-ter—si—r? Oh, sir, forgive me— 


This—this— take compassion on the wictim of a’ orrid plot! 


[Falls on his knees. 

Fitz. Why, what do you mean—what ails the 
man? You’ve been drinking, sir! 

Straps. I vish I’ad; but as I told you this morn- 
ing, that ’ere postman’s taken to intoxicating 
liquors. 

Fitz. What the devil is the meaning of all this ? 
Speak out, you rascal, or I'll break every bone in 
[Seizes him by the throat. 


Fite. Speak out, sir ! 

Straps. Well, sir, the letter’s come— 

Fitz. Well, if it’s come, give it me! 

Straps. I wish I ’ad it, sir. 
¢ Fitz. Wish you had it! Why, whohasit, then? 
Straps. Missis, sir ! 


Fitz. [seizing him again.] You infernal idiot, © 
Now tell me a falsehood and [ll . 


you gave it her. 
choke you! 
Straps. Well, sir, our Mary deserted to the 


henemy, and while she was sent to the post-office, 


Fitz. Fool that I was to trust to that. [To 


Hurra! she doesn’t come till STRAPS.] Get out of the room, lily-faced knave, 
I think we can blindfold the old crow after | or I'll pitch you through the window! [Kicks him 


So the cat’s out of the bag at last, 
Now 


Enter Mrs. FITZHERBERT, door R. 


is, indeed, folly. 


| Mrs. F. Augustus—Mr. Fitzherbert—I must 


request of you to be serious for once. 

| Fitz. What! not yet recovered from the morn- 
ing’s attack, my dear ? Had I known this, I should 
have remained in town. 

Mrs. F. Aye, sir; had you known what I have dis- 
covered, you would indeed have remained in town. 

Fitz. My dear, I am not in a humor for joking. 
I think—a—that you have a letter for me. 

Mrs. F. [beginning tocry.| Would it had never 
come into my hands! 

Fitz. Show it me, my darling, and let me see 
whether it justifies your extraordinary reception 
(of me. [Hands it to him—-he reads it and bursts 

into a loud fit of laughter. 

| Mrs. F. This levity is most unbecoming, Mr. 
-Fitzherbert, not to say unkind; ‘‘my wrongs 
should make me sacred.” 


> ——_— eet et 


Straps. Straps, you’re undone—Straps, you're! Fitz. [still laughing.) Louisa, you area mystery, 
a gone coon—Straps, I’m not at all prepared to and did I not love you I could positively feel angry. 
swear but what you're in himinent peril of ’avin’ Now, listen to me; the writer of this letter is in 


your bones made into a razor paste the very every way entitled to my regard and aflection, 


moment your master’as the honor of meeting you. and when you know her better, as you shall do, 
[Notse without.) Talk of the devil and here he you will tind that she not only merits my respect, 
coles—now for a rumpus. ‘but also has claims upon yours. 
Mrs. F. Auyustus, I don’t understand you. 
Fitz. Exercise a little patience, dear, and all 
Fitz. Straps, our hiding-place is discovered! shall be satisfactorily explained. This lady [ point- 
Straps. You don’t say so? ing to letter] states, as you are aware [ MRS. FITz- 
Fitz. I called at the club in Pall Mall, where HERBERT hols down her head] that she will be 
they informed me that a person corresponding with here at four [referring to watch]; it is now five 
the description of my aunt had been there the day minutes to that hour. You shall be present at our 
before, and inquiring for my address, when, would interview and judge for yourself. 


Enter FITZHERBERT, hurriedly, L. 
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Mrs. F. Augustus, you speak in riddles. last week with Captain Popperton, or really I 
Fitz. Everything shall be explained, Louisa, at should have divorced you. [FITZHERBERT seizes 
four o'clock. AUNT WIGGLES by the hands and kisses her.] 
Enter STRAPS, door L. There, there, you are forgiven. [Zo Mrs. FI1Tz- 


Straps. I wants a word with you, sir, on theQ. T. HERBERT.] And now, my dear, our acquaintance 


Fitz. Q. T.; why, what’s that ? ‘must be improved. 
Straps. Lor, sir, didn’t you larn that at Hox-;_ Mrs. F. [throwing her arms around AUNT 
ford? Q. T.’s short for quiet, sir. |'WIGGLES.] Oh, you dear old creature! [Zo 


Fitz. Well, then, short for quiet, speak out. §_FITZHERBERT.] So, Augustus, this was your 
Straps. Must I really, sir—with misses here a to secret f 
and all? itz. None other, my dear. 
Fite. Did you not hear me say 80, sir? Mrs. F. Well, I appreciate _the motives that 
Straps. Oh, well if I must, sir—she’s come. | prompted you to silence. This is but another 
Fitz. Show her up, Straps. proof of your affection for me. 
Straps. What, into this ’ere room, sir ? Fitz. Ah, I told you this morning how anxious 
Fitz. Into this room, Straps. I am to make you happy; you did not believe me 
Straps. [aside.] Oh! I see how it is—master’s then—can you doubt me now? 
been lunchin’ at the club. [ Exit, door L. Mrs. F. (embracing him.] No, nor never will 


Fite. Now, my dear, you will see how absurd again, not even when you do not show me your — 


you were making yourself. ete _ i 
Enter STRAPS, showingin AUNT WIGGLES, doort.! it. No; but if they are in a lady's hand- 


| g 

Straps. This way, mum; here’s the boy with the 
raven focks as you used to be so fond of at Bromp- | Reraierd: aa ae forget my tee) denen 
ton. [FITZHERBERT rushes to her and kisses her.; Aunt W. Well, now, my children, as I shall have 
Exit STRAPS, L. -@ great deal to say to you both, let me first of all 

Aunt W. Oh! you truant—you naughty, got my things off. 
wretched boy, to run away from poor old me. So ” yrs. F. You shall have the best room in the 
you thought me an old chatterbox, did you? And poyse, dear aunt, and mind, you must stay at 
it’s here you have been hiding all this long time. Honeysuckle Cottage forever evermore—shan’t 
Well, Ihave half a mind to give you a good scold- ghe Gus? 
ing; but come, you must have much to tell me, — #yzz. If she only will, we will be the happiest 
and Pm dying to hear all the news. [Observing couple in the world. [ The three embrace, R. 
Mrs. FITZHERBERT.] A lady: Ah, a neighbor, | Aunt W. There, there, my children, kiss your 
I suppose. Gus, pray introduce us. old aunt, and we can talk of that another time. 


Fitz. My dear aunt— 
Mrs. F. [aside.] What is this? Aunt! Enter STRAPS, door L., followed by MARY. 


Fitz. Do you remember a pretty little girl I' Straps. [seeing them embrace.) There’s a tria 
told you I had fallen in love with at a juvenile hunain juncta, as we used to say in Hoxford. 
party once, during my old schooldays? |My dooty to you, mum—glad to see you lookin’ so 

Aunt W. Aye, indeed, you silly creature, you; well; why, I werrily believes as you’re a-growin’ 
got quite thin that time with fretting after the younger, that I do, mum. 
little miss. | Aunt W. Ah, Straps, I am glad to see that you 

Fitz. Do you also recollect, aunt, my telling you are still with your young master, but I thought 


. that none other but that pretty little girl should you too would have been married by this time. 


ever be your Gussy’s wife ? Straps. Vy you see, mum, Straps is villing, but 
Aunt W. That Ido; but pray to what may all|in these matters two parties must decido. Hi 

this tend f think as ’ow this ’ere young ’ooman [pointing to 
Fitz. To this, my dear aunt: the love for that; MARY] can explain my position in society. 

pretty little girl grew with manhood; the lady! Mary. Not I, Mr. Straps; you know you told 


- you see is the same little girl, and more, your me you were a bachelor of harts. 


Gussy’s wife. Straps. Ah, my popskyvopski, but you have the 
Aunt W. Gus, Gus, whatis this I hear, your wife? power to confer new honors on me. 
i nee Be isa age ite : wre mat nthe he ve He oi and me pays a wisit to the 
right. Be this my apology. ringin RS. ps. VY, : 
FITZHERRERT forward.) Find never a the denice halter, Straps becomes master of a 
te Miss Johnson, perhaps you might have found divinity. 
me a partner; fb ae though you may visit with! Mary. (taking his hand.) Oh, what an insinuvat- 
your displeasure what you may deem an indiscre- ; ing creature it is, to be sure! Well, there’s my hand. 
a on ny part, I nel oeve! cease toregardyou| tz. Well, shall we adjourn? 
ut with the deepest affection. 
Aunt W. Now I see it all; this explains your friends in front. [Coming forward.] My dear 
sudden disappearance from town. Well, well, ladies, you that are married, and you that are 
what an extraordinary boy you are! But it’s just about to be married, permit me to offer a word of 
like you, you rogue. ‘advice: never doubt the affections of your hus- 
Fitz. Oh, aunt! bands—have full confidence in their love for you, 
Aunt W. Tut, tut, say no more about it. If and depend upon it you will escape all the misery 
the lady is as good as she looks, I don’t think you : which I have experienced in endeavoring to fathom 
have made a bad choice, but it’s rathey lucky’ My HUSBAND’s SECRET. 
for you, you naughty boy, that Bessie Gree eloped | THE END. 


COSTUMES.—MODERN. 


Mrs. F. I have just a few words to say to our » 
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‘my wife’s early love, and made her an offer when 
* he couldn’t afford it. I hate early loves—no one 
ever marries a first love, and they're a nuisance all 
‘through after life. Now why doesn’t Eva come 
tosupperf I do detest being kept waiting for 
supper when I’m tired. Her mother is positively 
ruining her; and unless I assert myself, I shall 
lose every bit of authority I possess. I can’t ring . 
for a servant, as I sent them all to bed; they have 
been up four nights in succession. I shall not 
wait much longer. [Paces the room. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 
Globe Theatre, London, | 


Major Keye (Arthur—A Flat). ..cceccescees Mr. George Temple. 
Mre. Major Keue (Eva—E Flat).....c..eee. Miss Linda Deitz. 
Mrs. Minor (BSRarp)..ccccccecccccvcceeees “~ Maria Daly. Enter EVA. 


Eva. Mamma won't go to bed, Arthur; she per- 
sists in sitting in her arm-chair, and saying that 
something is going to happen—she is far from 
Me [Pause.] I said, Arthur, she is far from 
‘well. 

Arthur. If you expect me to say I’m surprised 
‘—I’m not. If you expect me to say Pm sorry— 
ScENE.—Interior. c., opening; doors R. and Vm sorry to say I cannot say I’m sorry. 

L.; fireplace up Lj a vase filled with paper, Eva (laying back in arm-chair, which stands 

spills on mantel-piece ; 3 supper laid for three ; against small card-table, L. C.] You appear to be 

piano R.; chairs, de. As the curtain rises MM One of your choice moods to-night. 

ARTHUR is «discovered standing at entrance at Arthur. Yes, indicative mood. 


back, with his mother-in-law, who has a bed- Eva. You mean imperative. 
candle in her hana. | Arthur. I mean precisely what I Say. And, 


moreover, let me tell you, that thanks to the intlu- 
Mrs. Minor. [kissing him on forehead.] Good ence of your precious mother, I am gradually be- 
night, dear. coming a nobody in my own house. 
Arthur. Good night—good night. | Eva. And the probabilities are, your temper 
[frit Mrs. Minor, c. R. | will not allow you to regain your position. Of 
[Turns to audience, and pulls a wry face.| Dose what or whom do you complain now ? 
as before. That old woman is the bore of my Arthur. Of Chalker; if your mamma chooses to 
existence; this having to kiss and fondle one’s invite him here to dinner, she may dine with him, 
mother-in-law night and morning, morning and I won't. 
night, is slowly but surely driving me to an early, Eva. Poor Chalker! [Goes to chair at table, sits. 
dinner—I mean the other thing. The end of it, Arthur. If he comes bere, we dine out. [Sits. 
will be, I shall flare up and probably call her: Eva. Really, Arthur, this sounds a trifle ridicu- 
raspberry vinegar, then she’ll call me an unfeel- lous; surely you don’t wish me to think you are 
ing monster, go away, and—we may be happy. jealous. 
It’s all very well to have one’s mother-in- law fora, Arthur. Perhaps Iam; and I don’t quite know 
few weeks after marriage, just to put one’s house but that I should be better pleased if I saw a little 
' jn order, but hang it, here she has been these of that quality in you. 
seven months, and has no more intention of mov-; Eva. I fancy I have heard that jealous women 
ing than that piano! I forgave her trying to are those who best know man’s wicked nature: so 


Exita ano EXTRANCES.—R, means Right: L. Left: R. D. Right Door; L. 
D. Left Door; S. FE. Second Entrance; U. E. Upper Entrance; M. D. Middle 
» Door. Revative Poattiovs.—R. means Right: DL. Left; C. Centre > R.C. Right 
Centre; L. Cc. Left Centre, 4c. The reader ia supposed to be on the Stage, 
facing the audience. 


ACT I. 
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. ing unbearable. 
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graft Eva onto old Broker; I even overlooked 


- her misdirected energy in the matter of marriage 
settlements; but this continual shadow, falling | 


between oneself and every object in life, is beecom- 
Just now Chalker came into our 
box at the opera—doosed if she didn’t ask him to 
dinner! I hate Chalker, not because Chalker is 
his name—that’s bad enough—but because he was 


suppose jealous men are es who best know . 


themselves. 
Arthur. Thanks, many thanks. You are un- 
doubtedly profiting by your mother’s society. 


However, distinctly understand, I refuse to meet 
I’m not going to have him here gloating | 


Chalker. 
over me, and congratulating himself on having 
nibbled the bait and missed the hook. 
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£va. This is downright rudeness. A certain | —confound it—people ask me which is my wife. 
amount, or rather an wncertain amount of temper And, noe heavens, if she happens to be over- 
one expects, and gets it, as inevitably as sand on looked in the matter of invitations, one has to get 
@ sponge; but euch rudeness as— |up a lot of frothy indignation and quarrel with 
Arthur. I’ve long wanted to let you know my one’s best friends. 
mind, and I make use of this opportunity. | £va. Poor dear mamma!—what am I to do 
Eva. I shall be glad of any opportunity to know with her! 
your mind. | Arthur. Marry her to Chalker, and beg him 
Arthur. It’s decided, at least, on this point. think it’s you. 
Of course Chalker’s love was merely brotherly,’ Eva. Arthur, this is beyond endurance. You 
first loves always are; besides, you have quite would wish me to turn mamma out of doors, and 
enough change of society in your cousins. There’s' bid her seek shelter under the mercenary roof of 
young Fitz, every time he comes here: ‘‘ Ah, strangers—perhaps to perish, unloved, untended, 
how d’ye do, Eva, dear ?”’—bang goes a kiss. Then and uncared for. 
Captain Bruce: ‘ Ah, Eva, little lady, how do?” Arthur. Now, Eva; now, whenever I am about 
—bang goes another, and hang me if you don’t to propose anything practical or reasonable, you 
seem to like it. Do you think these cousins would invariably burst into that circulating library man- 
kiss and fondle you if you had bad teeth and a/'ner of yours. 
squint f Eva. If you go on much longer in this unrea- 
Eva. And, pray, have J no reason to complain? sonable way you will compel me to Say something 
Don’t you invariably kiss Minnie when you meet? extremely unpleasant. [A bell rings.| That is 
Arthur. Oh, Minnie; oh, that’s quite another | mamma’s bell. [ Goes to bell at fireplace. 
matter. Minnie and I have played together since| Arthur. What are you going to do? 
we were so high. Eva. Call up one of the servants. 
Eva. So, also, have I and Captain Bruce. Arthur. No—pardon me—no; I won't have the 
Arthur. Yes, but you’re a woman. servants dragged out of their beds to tuck up that 
Eva. Well, isn’t Minnie? . old woman. 
Arthur. Yes, of course; but then you see that' Eva. Then I must go myself. ([Aside.] He’s 
—oh! it’s no use arguing with a woman. I ob-, fearful to-night. Mamma is so _ irrepressible. 
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ject, and that ought to be sufficient. [Aloud.] As my presence seems 80 irritating, I 
Eva. And would be, had you told me without shall not return. 
this rudeness and loss of temper. Arthur. Leave the keys; I shall have a cigar. 


Arthur. [angrily.] Now—now—Eva—now this| Eva. [putting keys on table.) Do. [Aside.] He 
is too bad. You know very well that if there is cannot well quarrel with that, although it would 
anything I pride myself on, it is my coolness on not surprise me if he rang for the tongs to curl 
all occasions; and if you will persist—I say if you the smoke his own way. [Exit EVA. 
will persist—[ About to bring his hand violently, Arthur. [goes to sideboard and gets cigar boz.] 
doicn upon table. MRs. MINOR puts her head in Now is my time. Ieither do assert my supremacy 
at entrance at back. in this house, or lose it forever. Ugh! when un- 

Mrs. M. My loves, my loves, it is fearfully fortunate man gazes on the young boughs of mat- 
te. rimony, and thinks how pleasant it must be to sit 
Arthur. [aside.] The shadow again. [Aloud.] and whistle among the green foliage, he little 
We shall not be many minutes, shall we, dear | thinks, until it is too late, what a quantity of bird- 

Eva. No, love. A little more tongue, pet ? lime he is perched on; and when the autumn 

Arthur. Not any more, thanks, dear. comes and the leaves turn yellow, there he is still 

Mrs. M. Will Arthur have a cigar after sup- | glued fast and whistling feebly. [Looks at cigar.} 


la 


per? Marriage, my friend, is like you in many ways; 
Eva. Will you, love ? notably, it gets more bitter as you near the end. , 
Arthur. Probably, dear. 
Mrs. M. Don’t be late—you both look tired. Enter Eva. 
Eva. And bored. Eva. Mamma is not so well; she wants some 
Mrs. M. Eh? brandy. 
Eva. And bored, ma. _ Arthur. How can she expect to be well? She | 


Mrs. M. No doubt; the theatre was dreadful- ate enough ices to freeze her ixto a respectable 

ly close. Once more, don’t be late. Good night! iceberg, and now she wants brandy to thaw her. 
Eva. Good night, ma! | Ava. Youare rather worse than when I left you. 
Arthur. (imitating her.) Good night, ma! _ Arthur, What wound doesn’t become worse by 

ae Mrs. MINoR. | constant irritation ? 

I wish to goodness you would make your ma un- Eva. Will you put in the brandy ? 

derstand that I didn’t marry her. | Arthur. By jove, yes! [Eagerly pouring brandy 
Eva. Mamma is quite alive to that fact. In- into a tumbler. 

deed, it was only yesterday she remarked how for-, Eva. Stop, stop!—what are you thinking of? 


tunate for you you had not her to deal with. | “Arthur. Poison! [Eva gives him a severe look, 
_ Arthur. But I have her to deal with—that’s and exits, c. to R., with brandy.] If she drinks 
Just it. She’s becoming a jolly old nuisance. all that, she’s booked for a headache all day to- 

Eva. Arthur, you are forgetting yourself. morrow, or I’m no judge of brandy. All this 


Arthur. I don’t care—kick I will! Whenever sounds very brutish and ill-tempered. I detest 

I take stalls at the theatre or opera, she must being thought unkind to Eva; but what caged 

choose them;—when I want a quiet drive she animal does not get irritated when continually 

lop-lollops all over the phaeton ;—at the sea-side poked at with sticks and umbrellas:—although I 

' she stalks about in feeble imitation of you, until don’t think she cares half as much for me as she 
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{Act I, Scene }. 


Sd 
¢ 
. 
Sd 
did. I believe her mamma weighs out her daily | Mrs. M. Is this amistake? [Holding up locket.] $ 
affection every morning with the kitchen butter. Sixty guineas at least. 1s the word Ellen a mis- D¢ 
She says I’m jealous—is she f No!—and nothing take—encircled by an emblem of eternal con- ¢ 
would make her. [ Goes to vase and takes out a stancy? Is this direction a mistake? MissEllen ¢$ 
spill.) Why doesn’t Eva get a proper spirit-lamp Wallace—is she a mistake? No,no. Long have $ 
for one’s cigars; it seems to me to be part of a I suspected and watched; now behold the realiza- 3 
| woman’s mission on earth to make spills. [Js tion of my doubts! >< 
about to light cigar with spill, stops suddenly and Eva. All true—too cruelly true! od 
blows light out.) What’s this? Chalker’s name? Mrs. M. Come, my love; be yourself—be firm. | 
[Reads.] ‘‘ Yours, my dear Mrs. Keye, most I hear the monster’s footfall, so will retire, and 
sincerely—Chalker.” My dear Mrs. Keye—then leave to you the honor of unmasking him. [Go- 
Chalker’s been writing to my wife unknown tome. ing.] Should he become unmanageable, there is 


I thought her mother’s gush meant something. the bell. [Points to bell.] You carry your wea- 
Any more? [Throws spills on table and searches.) '\ pons here. [Taps her forehead.) Your armor 
I wonder how long I’ve been lighting my cigars here. ([Potnts to heart.| Am J not with you? 
with pase precious billets. pone there are Be firm ! [Exit R. C. with a grand air. 
more on the mantel-piece in the library —stop— 

here’s another! [Reads.] ‘‘ Above all, don’t tell. _ Hnter ARTHUR. 

your husband, he is so—” Well, on my life,! Arthur. [aside.] I cannot find another word. 
this is too much! There must be more in the Eva. [aside.] I will be quite firm. He will , 
library—Ill look ; and if so, I'll crush her and her scarcely dare to mention her voluntarily. | 
designing mother like a couple of black beetles. | Arthur. [aside.) She will scarcely dare to men- 


$ 
yy 
. 
D¢ 
; 
| [Exrit. — Snag erga Cones ao pedlagh 
-— * ly. va. Thank you, much. [Aside.) Perhaps it | 
pe LEE MA BASS | would be as well to go quite coe from the subject. 
$ Eva. Not here! So much the better. What Arthur. [astde.] I had better gradually lead up | 
base, mean treachery! Scarcely has the newness to Chalker. 
worn off the marriage presents when heismaking va. I’m sorry to be again compelled to renew 
them to another. What shall I do? Better a the subject, but mamma says she doesn’t see how | 
thousand thousand times I had remained blind in we can, with any grace, put off Chalker to-morrow. 
my ignorance, than to have my eyes thus cruelly’ Arthur. [aside.] Well, ’m— Well, of all the— 
opened, only to see that his love is a sham, and [Checking himself.] Oh, indeed—ah—well—r’m 
truth with him a mere cipher! Away at once glad of that, as I have changed my mind; I wish 
with all feelings of duty or honor—down with the to see Chalker. 
frail barrier of affection—and let mealoneremem-, va. On business? 
ber that I have an indignity to avenge, an insult Arthur. Decidedly not pleasure. 
to be atoned for! | va. You'll find him a much nicer fellow than 
you anticipate. 
Enter Mrs. MIXoR, R. C., with hair in curl papers.! Arthur. No doubt, a sort of person one would 
| grow quite fond of. 
Mrs. M. Let me entreat you, Eva, tobe calm—, Eva. Oh, quite, when you know him as 
above all things be calm! Lose your coolness— thoroughly as I do. 
_ damn your cause. Arthur. [aside.) Upon my word, this passes all 
Eva. Ma! belief—to my very face! 
Mrs. M. That is, ruin your cause. Becalm. {| Eva. Ma says that, in spite of his connection 
Eva. It is easy for you to bid me be calm; you with business, he is very superior. Indeed, she 
have not loved him as J have. would be much pleased if you would cultivate him. | 
; 


' 


Mrs. M. Scarcely, my dear. I knew whathe, Arthur. No doubt. (Aside.] Hang me if they 
was from the first don’t want to keep Chalker in stock, in case any- 
_ Eva. Oh, cruel, cruel! All his love, all his thing happens to me! 

jealousy, one long falsehood ! Eva. He is remarkably well connected. His 

Mrs. M. My love—my love! mother was a woman— 

Eva. The hoped-for happiness of a lifetime de-| Arthur. Indeed! 
stroyed for a paltry trinket. But I will find her’ Eva. Of considerable county injuence. Unfor- 
 out—I will go to her, and offer her a locket of tunately, his father— 
twice the value of this to relinquish him! | Arthur. Was a man! 

Mrs. M. My love, what are you thinking of? Eva. Scarcely, for be ran through his wife's 
Do nothing of the kind. Crush this sort of thing fortune and aniuenes in a very short time. 
at once and forever. Serve him as I served your [Aside.] I cannot keep up this meaningless war 
father under similar circumstances. ig words much longer. 
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_ Kva. Did he, then? Arthur. You have his pedigree quite by heart. 
Mrs. M. My dear, they all do. Men are all Kva. Oh, quite; mamma takes such an interest 3 
alike, only the bad ones get found out. Do as I inhim. [Aside.] He is growing fearfully angry. ¢ 
did—soar high above him inthe ethereal andcalm Arthur. Your precious mother takes an interest ¢ 
consciousness of your rights; then fall upon him jn everything pernicious to my welfare—[raising 4 
with the overwhelming weight of your wrongs, and his voice]—and out of this house she goes, by 
crush him ;—not like the insignificant emmet of George! for of all the old— ~ 3 
the poet, but gradually and painfully, like a slow Eva. Spare me these epithets. Mamma has + 
and relentless cart-wheel : quite determined to leave here; she intends living 
Eva, No, no; may not this be some hideous with Aunt Fluffy. 
mistake ? | Arthur. Poor Aunt Fluffy !—thank goodness ! 
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Act I, Scene 1. acs 


Eva. ns fa lalig ] And I accompany her. 
Arthur. (shouting.| You what tf 
Eva. And I accompany her. 


Arthur. Take care, Eva—take care—you are | 


eine on very unsafe ground. 
leave this house, you never return. 
Eva. [(quietly.] Quite so—I never return. 


TWO FLATS AND A ees 


me. Hands him letter. 
| Arthur. [putting it quietly into his pocket.) By- 
and-bye, perhaps. 


way, call a little contra account to settle with 
you. [Handing the partly burned spill.) Do you 


Arthur. Very well—very well; if you prefer recognize that handwriting ? 


your mother to me, by all means let it be so. This, 
then, is the end of all! 


Eva. I do. 
| Arthur. You do? 


Eva. (still quietly.) By no means—this is merely’ va. Certainly—it is a portion of a letter writ- 


the beginning of the end. 

Arthur. What do you mean? [Aside.] Can she 
know I have found out about Chalker f 

Eva. Thanks to my mother’s sagacity, I have 
been permitted an insight into your very estima- 
ble character, and have been enabled to deter- 
mine the exact value of your love and jealousy. 

Arthur. All this sounds very heroic, but I: 
should be better pleased with an explanation. 

Eva. Edel can be calm no longer. [(Pro- 
duces locket.| Do you recognize this? [ARTHUR 
starts.| I ask, do you recognize this? 


Arthur. [ sighs. Alas, yes! 

Eva. You 

Arthur. Ido. Sixty-five guineas, without the 
engraving. 


Eva. You admit it ? 


Eva. Mamma found it in— 

Arthur. \ 
my—how dare—I say, how dare she go—how 
dare that old woman interfere with my private 
matters? How dare she go poking her lumpy 
nose into my desks and drawers? This impu- 
dence is unbearable? 

Eva. Scarcely so flagrant as this. [Shows lock- 


et.) Am I right in promeng that this was meant By-and- 


for some—woman 

Arthur. You are quite right. 

Eva. This to my face? 

Arthur. Certainly! [Aside.] Hallo! by George! 
she’s jealous, the little pet—I mean hyena. 


| Eva. 


Arthur. Ido. From whence did you obtain it? | don't te 


ring up.) Well, of all the—well, upon | 


' Eva. It is. 


;ten by Mr. Chalker. 
| Arthur. To you? 
Eva. Tome. Well? 
Arthur. You admit it? 
Eva. Assuredly. 
Arthur. You do not appear to be aware that 1 
hold in my hands nat proofs to disgrace you 
in the eyes of the world. __. 
Eva. To say poe of those in your pocket. 
Arthur. And pray, how long have I been per- 
mitted to light my cigars with those precious 
billets ? 

Eva. I should say this is the first attempt. 

Arthur. Don’t prevaricate more than is con- 
sistent with human nature, I beg—and that? 

Hands second spiil. 

ie And this? [Reads.} ‘ Above all, 

your husband, he ts so—” Well, this 
simply confirms my remark. 

Arthur. Is the remainder of this letter in ex- 
istence ? 


Arthur. I desire to see it. 
Eva. Eh? 
Arthur. I desire to see it. 
Eva. [quietly putting the spills in her pocket. ] 
ye, perhaps. 

Arthur. So!—it’s a challenge ;—my letter for 
yours, eh? 

Eva. Really, the sagacity you evince is quite 
startling. 

Arthur. Now, mark me! I never hoped to be 


Eva. And I am to accept this as the witness of called upon to use that authority the law has 


how you have kept your oaths to me? 

Arthur. [bows—aside.] Isn’t she splendid ? 
Didn’t know she had it in her. Hanged if she | 
doesn’t remind one of a rocket when it bursts far | 

above us; we cannot believe that so much beau- 


ty and brilliancy was contained in such a shell of in a very false 


paper. 

va. And you imagine (with that innate con- 
ceit 80 predominant in man) that I shall sit qui- 
etly down under this degradation, and whine 
like a punished school.-girl. 
you that there is something more in me than 
ate love and obedience. Look, sir, to your- 
8e 

Arthur. Listen to me. 

Eva. Spare yourself humiliation by paltry ex- 
cuses. I am in possession of all particulars. 

Arthur. Oh, you are, are you? 

Eva. Your indifference implies I am not. Is the 
name of Miss Ellen Wallace unfamiliar ? 

Arthur. Not at all. 

Eva. I have simply waited for your presence to 
open this letter. [Produces letter. 

Arthur padcne) No—I forbid that—you'll 
spoil the joke! 

Eva. Joke!—A joke that will end grimly. 

Arthur. Still I forbid you to open that letter. 


| given me, but you compel me to go further than 


a request ; j 


and I now demand the immediate pro- 
' duction o 


that letter. 


| Eva. [controlling herself.) In return for yours. 


Arthur. I warn you :—you are placing yourself 
position. 

Eva. I accept the responsibility. 

Arthur. You refuse? 

Eva. Firmly. 

Arthur. Very well; a8 mutual confidence, re- 


No! I will prove to spect and affection are by you destroyed, I am 


willing that you accompany your mother, as pro- 
osed. 
Eva. With all my heart! 
Arthur, By all means; with all your heart. 
Eva. [aside.] Two more words, and I should 
have burst out crying, and spoilt all. 
[ Goes to piano—sits. 
Arthur. [1., aside.] She has seriously doubted 
me, possessing o proofs:—have I not cause to 
doubt her, possessing proofs ? 
[Sits in arm-chair at fireplace—a pause. 
Eva. [aside.] If he would only go to bed, and 
leave me. 
Arthur. [aside.} She may go to bed when she 
pleases. I remain here. [Aloud.] Do you intend 
Yetiring to-night? 


| Eva. Then I request that you will open it for 
[ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
! 


a | 


First, I have, what your esti- | 
If once you mable friend Chalker would, in his business-like 


| 


Pispiicsivnlchnintepcieacreemae aigigngiteen re ee «| ne, 
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and less distinct ; 


paper, in her lap.) Now Il get a rug, go into 
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32 TWO FLATS AND A SHARP. {Act I, Seene 1. 
Eva. [yawning.| No; I’m not at all sleepy. him away from me, and made us both wretched 
Arthur. Nor ain I. [Yawns. _ | for life. 
Eva. I beg you will not consider me; Iintend| Mrs. M. Bless me, what is the girl talking 
remaining here. about ? 


Eva. Read that [hands letter to Mrs. M.] and 
learn how cruelly unjust we both have been. 

Mrs. M. Dear me, how could we— _ [Reads.] 
‘My dear Miss Wallace, I shall be glad to assist 
you for your poor father’s sake, as well as your 
own; and willingly purchase the locket at your 


Arthur. Pardon me; I remain here. 
(Lights cigar, and whistles. 
Eva. If I don’t do something I shall go mad. 
Plays a vigorous lively air. 
Arthur. pase Are you aware, madame, 
that it is now Sunday morning f 

Eva. (indifgerently.] Very sorry, I’m sure. own price.” 

[Changes tune to “ Rock cf Ages,” very slow time., Eva. [takes letter and continues to read.| “T 

Arthur. [a pause—aside.] I wish she would stop shall be pleased if I find I can have the Elen 
that confounded noise. altered to Eva, for my dear little wife.” 

Eva. [aside.] This may drive him to sleep. | drs. M. Gracious i—then the locket— 

Arthur. [aside.) Is ticreanything on thefaceof £va. Was bought for me; and, dear good- 
this earth so irritating as an aggravating woman? hearted old boy, no doubt to oblige some friend in 
[As he is speaking Eva gradually pluys slower distress. What have I done? But my letter— 
then ceases, and gradually (Hurriedly searching her pocket. 
leans her head on her arm, having previously ta-, 
ken out her pocket-handkerchief, and now and then, Enter ARTHUR, door L., with rug—going up, back. 


brushing tears away from her eyes, playing with) ayyq. Wait. Arthur dear, one instant. I want 
one hand during the time.—ARTHUR Sits at table. ‘to tell you how truly sorry’ T am for my share in 
‘Pon my word, I don’t wonder at fellows shying this unfortunate mistake; I do so sincerely ask 
marriage! I thought nothing on earth could. yoy, pardon. See here: dai the: ‘remainder 
have ee Sderot 5 and, by Juve, se 'Chalker’s letter. [ Shows letter 
we are, in something less than a vear, standing Tatas ; saht 
onthe ¢ ery brink of that chasm— dicercal [AR- scene Too late; you have seriously doubted 
THUR rises and stands, back to fire. EVA at piano 
—sobs.] Eh? She’s crying. Poor darling—I| 
mean little wretch—cry away! Ill insist upon 
her going to bed—women cry moro comfortably : 
in bed. In fact, I believe women enjoy crying 
in bed. [Aloud to her.] Mrs. Keye, I insist upon 
your retiring. I say, Mrs. Keye—Mrs.— Ose 
at her.| Hauged if she isn’t asleep! [Goes to 
piano.] She has been crying ; poor lamb—I mean 
little crocodile. Quite ce up, no doubt. —o 
shall I act? Suppose I set her an example—I 

will. [Goes to table, L., and writes.) “To save rd ane 
you further mortification, I leave you! first plac-| ~ Ayihyr. And if so, is that any cause for you to 
ing in your hands that which has caused your) maie me look like a fool at my own broker's? 
doubts. May you forgive yourself as readily asI' preg at Well. Arthur, the fact is— 

forgive you.” [Takes letter out of pocket, breaks| “ayihur. Tho fact is. madame you are very 
the seal, and places it, together with the written| noch too sharp, and the sooner | know that lam 
safe from you— 


e. 
Eva. And you too, Arthur. 
Smiling, holds out letter. 

Arthur. [reads.] “I have no choice but to write 
and ask you to beg of your mamma nat tocallagain 
at our office concerning your husbands money 
placed in our care; he would scarcely approve—” 
No, by George! And please to understand, Mrs. 
Minor, that your daughter is as capable of weigh- 
ing out the kitchen butter as I am of attending to 
my own business. 


the drawing-room, and tuck myself up on the 
sofa. [£ait, door L. 

Eva. (waking.] Good gracious—I verily believe 
I had fallen asleep! He has gone! [Lets her 
hand fall on her lap, and unconsciously plays with 
the papers.) Oh, why didn’t I give him the letter 
and tell him all?) Havel done wrong? [Looks 
at papers.| Whatis this? His writing! beives 
goes to lamp and reads—then tears open letter— 
reads letter.|_| Oh, foolish, silly girl! What have 
I done—what have Tdone! = [Sinks into chair. 


Mrs. Mrvor looks in at door, C. 


Mrs. M. Well, darling, is the Python slain? 
Ifave you sinitten him, hip and thigh ? 
Eva. What have you done? You have driven 


[Eva places her hand over his mouth. 

Mrs. M. [with offended dignity.] I trust, sir, 
that when I reach the tranquil bosom of your 
Aunt Fluffy, you will miss the tender solicitude of 
one whose only fault has been a too anxious affec- 
tion for the welfare of her children. oe R. 

Arthur. ’m sadly afraid, Eva, littlke woman, 
that we have been a couple of dreadful flats. 

Eva. Flats?—perhaps se. But we might go 
running up and down the seale of life, two flats in 
perfect harmony. 

Arthur. But the introduction of a sharp creates 
a discord. Never mind; it has taught us a new 
proverb, namely: Aheays bear in mind the key 
you are playing in. 

THE END. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I.—The skirts of CoUNT WINTERSEN’S 
Park.—The park gates in the centre.—On the R. 
side a low lodge among the trees.—On the L., 
tn the background, a PEASANT’S hut. 


Enter PETER, L. 


Pet. Pooh! pooh! never tell me. 
Jad, for all father’s crying out every minute, “ Pe- 
ter!” and “ Stupid Peter '” But I say Peter is not 
stupid, though father will always be so wise. 
First, I talk too much; then I talk too little; and 
if I talk a bit to myself, he calls mea driveler. 
Now I like best to talk to myself; for I never con- 
tradict myself, and I don’t laugh at myself as 
other folks do. That laughing is often a plaguey |e 
teazing custom. To be sure, when Mrs. Haller 
Jaughs, one can bear it well enough; there is a 
| Sweetness even in her reproof, that somehow— 

But, lud! I had near forgot what I was sent 
about. Yes, then they would have laughed at me 
indeed. [Draws a green purse from his pocket.] 
I am to carry this money to old Tobias; and Mrs. 
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Haller said I must be sure not to blab, or say 


that she had sent it. Well, well, she may be easy 
for that matter; not a word shall drop from my 
lips. Mrs. Haller is charming, but silly, if father 
is right; for father says, ‘ le that spends his 
money is not wise,” but ‘‘he that gives it away is 
stark mad.” [Going up to the hut, L. U. E. 


Enter the STRANGER from the Lodge, BR. U. E., fol- 
lowed by FRANCIS. <At sight of PETER the 
STRANGER stops, looks ciously at him. 
PETER stands opposite to him, with his mouth 
wie open. Atlength he takes off his hat, scrapes 
a bow, and goes into the hut, L. U. E. 

Stra. Who is that? 
Fra. The steward’s son. 


I'm a clever | ceiver. 


Stra. ve the castle f 

Fra. Y 

Stra. (4 ane a pause.) You were—you were 
speaking last night— 

Fra. Of the old countryman ? 

Stra. Aye. 

Fra. You would not hear me out. 

Stra. Proceed. 

Fra. He is poor. 

Stra. Who told you so? 

Fra. Himself. 

Stra. Aye, aye; he knows how to tell his story, 
no doubt 

Fra. And to impose, you think? 

Stra. Right! 

Fra. This man does not. 

Stra. Fool! 

Fra. A feeling fool is better than a cold skeptic. 

Stra. False! 

Fra. ae Wy begets gratitude. 

Stra. False 

Fra. And blesses the giver more than the re- 

Stra. True. 

Fra. Well, sir. This countryman— 

Stra. Has he complained to you? 

Fra. 


Yes 
Stra. He who is really unhappy never complains. 
[Pauses.] Francis, you have had means of educa- 
tion beyond your lot in life, and hence you are 


encouraged to attempt im gon me; but go on. 
Fra. His only son has been taken from bim. 
Stra. Taken from him f 
Fra 


. By the exigency of the times, for a soldier. 
Aye 


- Aye 

. The old man is poor. 
. "Tis likely. 

. Sick and forsaken. 
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2 THE STRANGER. {Act I, Scene 1. | 
| 

Stra. I cannot help him. ' Fra. From Mrs. Haller ? 

| Fra. Yes. _ Pet. Aye, sure; who else, think you? Father's 

| Stra. How? not such a fool. He says it is our bounden duty, 

| Fra. By money. He may buy his son’s release. as Christians, to take care of our money, and not 

| Stra. I'll see him myself. give anything away, especially in summer; for | 
Fra. Do so. " then, says he, there’s herbs and roots enough in | 
Stra. But if he is an impostor !— . conscience to satisfy all the reasonable hun | 

| Fra. He is not. poor. But I say father’s wrong and Mrs. Haller 

' Stra. In that hut ? right. 


Fra. In that hut. [STRANGER goes into the hut, Fra. Yes, yes. But this Mrs. Haller seems a 
L. U. E.} A good master, though one almost loses strange woman, Peter ? 
the use of speech by living with him. A man Pet. Aye, at times she is plaguey odd. Why, 
kind and clear—though I cannot understand him. ; she'll sit and cry you a whole day through, with- 
He rails against the whole world, and yet no beg- out any one knowing why or wherefore. And 
gar leaves his door unsatisfied. I have now lived somehow or other, whenever she cries, I always 
three years with him, and yet I know not who he cry too, without knowing why or wherefore. 
is. A hater of society, no doubt; but not by Provi-; Fra. [to the STRANGER.] Are you satistied ? 
' dence intended to be so. Misanthropy in hishead,: Stra. Rid me of that babbler. 
not in his heart. Fra. Good day, Master Peter. 


Pet. Yow're not going yet, are you? 
Enter PETER and the STRANGER from the Hut,| Fra. Mrs. Haller will be Salting for an answer. 


L. U. EK. Pet. So she will. And I have another place or 
Pet. Pray walk on. two to call at. [Zakes of his hat to STRANGER. ] 
Stra. [to FRANCIS. ] Fool. Servant, sir ! ! 
[Crosses to FRANCIS. Stra. Pshaw ! 
Fra. So soon returned ! Pet. Pshaw! What—he’sangry. [PETER turns | 
Stra. What should I do there ? to FRANCIS ina half whisper.) He's angry, I | 
Fra. Did you find it as I said? ‘suppose, because he can get nothing out of me. | 
Stra. This lad T found. | Fra. It almost seems so. | 
Fra. What has he to do with your charity? =| Pet. Ay, ’d have him to know I'm no blab! | 
Stra. The old man and he understand each , {Erith | 
other perfectly well. [ Crosses to R. _ Fra. Now, sir! 
Fra. How? Stra. What do you want ? 


Stra. What were this boy and the countryman | Fra. Were you not wrong, sir? 

doing ? ee Stra. Hem! Wrong f [Crosses L. 
Fra. [smiling and shaking his head.) Well,you, Fra. Can you still doubt ? 

shall hear. [Zo PETER.] Young man, what were, Stra. Vil hear no more! Who is this Mrs. 
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you doing in that hut? ‘Haller? Why do I always follow her patht Go , 

Pet. Doing! Nothing! where I will, whenever I try to do good, she has ' 
Fra. Well, but you could not go there for always been before me. 

nothing ? | Fra. You should rejoice at that. , 


Pet. And why not, pray? But I did go there: Stra. Rejoice! 
for nothing, though. Do you think one must be' Fra. Surely! that there are other good and 
paid for everything ? If Mrs. Haller were to give charitable people in the world beside yourself. 
me but a smiling look, ’'d jump up to my neck in; Stra. Oh, yes! 
the great pond for nothing. Fra. Why not seek to be acquainted with her ? 
Fra. It seems, then, Mrs. Haller sent you? I saw her yesterday in the garden up at the Castle. : 
Pet. Yes, she did. But I’m not to mention it to; Mr. Solomon, the steward, says she has been 
anybody. unwell, and confined to her room almost ever since 
Fra. Why so? |we have been here. But one would not think it 
Pet. How should I know? “Look you,” says to look at her; for a more beautiful creature I 
Mrs. Haller, “ Master Peter, be so good as not to never saw. 
Mention it to anybody.” [With much conse-' Stra. So much the worse. Beauty is a mask. 
quence.| ‘Master Peter, be so good.” Hi! hi! Fra. In her it seems a mirror of the soul. Her 


hi! “Master Peter, be so”—Hi! hi! hi! charities — 
Fra. Oh! that is quite a different thing. Of Stra. Talk not to me of her charities. All 
course you must be silent then. women Wish to be conspicuous—in town by their 


Pet. I know that; and so I am, too. For I wit; in the country by their heart. 
said to old Tobias, says I, “ Now, you're not to Fra. ’Tis immaterial in what way good is done. 
think as how Mrs. Haller sent this money; forshe = Stra. No; ’tis not immaterial. 
told me not to say a word about that as long asI- Fra. To this poor old man, at least. 


live,” says I. Stra. He needs no assistance of mine. 
fra. There you were very right. Did youcarry Fra. His most urgent wants, indeed, Mrs. Haller 
him much money f may have relieved ; but whether she has, or could . 


Pet. 1 don't know; I didn’t count it. It was have given as much as would purchase liberty for 
in a bit of a green purse. Mayhap it may be some the son, the prop of his age— 
little matter that she has scraped together in the = Stra. Silence! I will not give him a doit! . 


jast fortnicht ? .[Crosses R.] You interest yourself very warmly 
Fra. And why just in the last fortnight ? ‘in his behalf. Perhaps you are to be a sharer in | 
Pet. Because, about a fortnight since, 1 carried the gift. | 

him some money betore. | Fra. Sir, sir, that did not come from your heart. | 
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Act I, Scene 2.} THE STRANGER. 3 


Stra. [recollecting himself.) Forgive me! Fra. Who knows that you will ever see him 
Fra. My poor master! How must the world' more? -He may be dead. 
have used you, before it could have instilled this| Tob. Alas! he may. Butas long as I am not ' 
| hatred of mankind, this constant doubt of honesty sure of it, he lives tome. And, if he falls, ’tis in 
and virtue ! his country’s cause. Nay, should I lose him, still 
Stra. Leave me tomyself! [Throws himself on'I should not wish to die. Here is the hut in which 
| @ seat, R. U. E.; takes from his pocket ‘‘Zimmer- I was born. Here is the tree that grew with me; 


man on Solitude,” and reads. and, I am almost ashamed to eonfess it—I have a 
Fra. (aside, surveying him.] Again reading! dog which I love. 
- Thus it is from morning till night. To him nature [STRANGER rises and advances RB. 


has no beauty; life no charm. For three years! Fra. A dog! 
| I have never seen himsmile. [Toprasenters from| Tob. Yes! Smile, if you please: but hear me. 
' the hut.) What will be his fate at last? Nothing: My benefactress once came to my but herself, 
| diverts him. Oh, if he would but attach himself some time before you fixed here. The poor ani- 
to any living thing! Were it but an animal—for : mal, unused to see the form of elegance and beauty 
' something man must love. casa the et of penury, growled at her. Rie 
wonder you keep that surly, ugly animal, Mr. 
ToBras advances L. Tobias,” said she; “you who hace hardly food 
Tob. Oh, how refreshing, after seven long! enough for yourself.” ‘Ah, madame,” I replied, 
_ weeks, to feel these warm sunbeams once again! | “and if I part with him are you sure that any- 
Thanks! thanks! bounteous Heaven, for the joy ‘thing else will love me?” She was pleased with 
| I taste. [Presses his cap between his hands, looks my answer. 
| upand prays. The STRANGER observes him at- | Fra. (to STRANGER.) Excuse me, sir; but I 


tentively. . wish you had listened. | 
Fra. (to the STRANGER.] This old man’s share, Stra. I have listened. Crosses C. | 

of earthly happiness can be but little; yet mark, Fra. Then, sir, I wish you would follow this 

how grateful he is for his portion of it. poor old man's example. | 


Stra. Because, though old, he is but a child in| Stra. Here; take this book and lay it on my ! 
the leading-strings of Hope. desk. [FRANCIS goes into the lodge with bool:.] 
| 


Fra. Hope is the nurse of life. How much has this Mrs. Haller given you? 

Stra. And her cradle is the grave. [TOBIAS Tob. Oh, sir, she has given me so much that I 
replaces his cap. FRANCIS crosses behind to L. can look towards winter without fear. 

Fra. I wish you joy. Iam glad to see you are, Stra. No more? 
so much recovered. Tob. What could I do with more? Ah! true; 

Tob. Thankyou. Heaven, and the assistance of | I might— | 
a kind lady, have saved me for another yearortwo.| Stra. I know it. You might buy your son's 

Fra. How old are you, pray ? i'Telease. There! . 

Tob. Fourscore and four. To be sure, I can’ Radel a purse into his hand, and exit R. 
expect but little joy before I die. Yet, there is Tob. What's al this? [Opens the purse, and 
another and a better world. jinds it full of gold.) | Merciful heavent 

Fra. To the unfortunate, then, death is scarce | 


an evil? | Enter FRANCIS from the Lodge, just in time to see 
Tob. And am I so unfortunate? Do I not enjoy | the STRANGER give the purse. 


this glorious morning? Am I not in health again ? —- : 
Believe me, sir, he who, leaving the bed of sick- Sea ie enn connec Wyaen eae: 
ness for the first time breathes the fresh pure air . 

is, at that moment, the happiest of his Maker's Se I wish you joy! My master gave you 
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creatures. ap 
Fra. Yet ’tis a happiness that fails upon enj oy- ae Yes, your noble master. Heaven reward 
ment. 


Fra. Just like him. He sent me with his book, 
that no one might be witness to his bounty. | 

Tob. He would not even take my thanks. He 
was gone before I could speak. 


Tob. True; but less so in old age. Some axty, : 
| 
Fra. Just his way. | 
| 
| 
| 


years ago, my father left me this cottage. I was 
a strong lad, and took an honest wife. Heaven 
blessed my farm with rich crops, and my marriage 
with five children. This lasted nine or ten years. | 
Two of my children died. I felt it sorely. The 
land was afflicted with a famine. My wife assisted | 
me in supporting our family ; but four years after, | 
she left our dweiling for a better place. And of 
my five children, only one son remained. This 
was blow upon blow. It was long before I re- 
eee ay ee At length, resignation and 
religion their effect. I again attached myself ,. : a 
to life. My son grew, and helped me in my ie SCENE II.—An Ante-chamber in Wintersen Castle. 
Now the state has called him away to bear a "nter SUSAN. R. ing GFoRG . 

musket. This is to me a lossindeed. Ican work ' PE ES OUND ORGS 

no more. I am old and weak; and true it is, but; Susan. Why, George! Harry! Where have 


Tob. Now Ill go as quick as these old legs will 
bear me. What a delightful errand! I go to 
release my Robert! How the lad will rejoice! 
There is a girl, too, in the village, that will rejoice 
with him. O Providence, how govd art thou! 

[Exit L. 


t 
1 
t 


for Mrs. Haller I must have perished. you been loitering? Put down these things. Mrs. 
Fra. Still, then, life has charms for you ? Haller has been calling for you this half hour. 
Tob. Why not, while the world holds anything’ Geo. Well, here I am, then. What does she 
that’s dear tome? Have not Iason? want with me? 
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THE STRANGER. (Act I, Scene 2. 


Susan. That she will tell you herself. Here correspondents, on whom I can rely, in the chief 
she comes. cities of gee rg ene and America. 

‘é ; Mrs. H. And yet uve my doubts whether 
Enter Mrs. HALLER, with @ letter, HANNA you know what is to happen this very day, at this 
following, R. very place. 

Mrs. H. Very well; if those things are done, Sol. At this very place! Nothing material. We 
let the drawing-room be made ready immediately. meant to have sown a little barley to-day, but 
iene Maips, R.] And, George, ruu imme- the ground is too dry; and the sheep-shearing is 
diately into the park and tell Mr. Solomon I wish pot to be till to-morrow. 
to speak with him. [zit GEoRGE,L.] [cannot Pet, No, nor the bull-baiting till— 
understand this. I do not learn whether their ol. Hold your tongue, blockhead! Get about 
coming to this place be but the whim of the your business. 
moment, or a plan for a longer stay! Ifthe latter,, Pet. Blockhead! There again! I suppose I’m 
farewell, solitude! Farewell, study !—farewell'— not to open my mouth. [Jo Mrs. H.] Good bye. 
Yes, I must make room for gaiety and mere [Exit R. 
frivolity. Yet could I willingly submit to all:| Mrs. H. The Count will be here to-day. 
but should the Countess give me new proofs of her' Sol. How! What! 
attachment, perhaps of her respect, oh, how will. Mrs. H. With his lady, and his brother-in-law, 
my conscience upbraid me! Or if this seat be: Baron Steinfort. 


visited by company, and chance should conduct: Sol. My letters say nothing of this. You are 


hither any of my former acquaintance—alas ! laughing at your humble servant. 

alas! how wretched is the being who fears the; Mrs. H. You know, sir, ’m not much given to 

sight of any one fellow-creature! But, oh! supe-'jesting. 

rior misery! to dread still more the presence of @| Sol. Peter! [crosses R.] Good lack-a-day! 

former friend! [PETER knocks, L.] Who’s there?! His right honorable excellency the Count Win- 
tersen, and her honorable excellency the Cant 


Enter PETER, L. ess Wintersen, and his honorable lordshi 
Pet. Nobody. It’s only me. Steinfort—and, Lord have mercy! not 
Mrs. H. So soon returned ? proper order! Here, Peter! Peter! 


Pet. Sharp lad, ain't I! On the road I’ve had 
a bit of salle Go: and— | Enter PETER, R. 

Mrs. H. But you have observed my directions? Pet. Well, now, what’s the matter agai 

Pet. Oh, yes, yes:—I told old Tobias as how he — Sol. Call all the house together, direct) 
would never know, as long as be lived, that the to the gamekeeper: tell him to bring so 


money came from you. son. ‘Tell Rebecca to uncase the furnit 
Mrs. H. You found him quite recovered, I take the covering from the Venetian 
hope t glasses, that her right honorable lad) 
Pet. Ay, sure did I. He's coming out to-day, 'Countess may look at her gracious cour 
for the first time. and tell the cook to let me see him wit 


Mrs. H. IJ rejoice to hear it. of time; and tell John to catch a brace 
Pet. He said that he was obliged to you for all; carp. And tell—and tell—and tell—tell. 
and before dinner would craw] up to thank you. — to friz my Sunday wig. Mercy on us—te 


Mrs. H. Good Peter, do me another service. —Go! [Evit PETER, R.] Heavens a 
Pet. Ay, a hundred, if you'll only let me have So little of the new furnishing of this ol 
a good long stare at you. complcted! Where are we to put his 


Mrs. H. With all my heart! Observe when old lordship the Baron ¢ | 
Tobias comes, send him away. Tell him Iam — Mfrs. H. Let him have the little chan 


busy, or asleep, or unwell, or what you please. ‘head of the stairs; it is a neat room 
Pet. T will, I will. ; mands a beautiful prospect. 
Sol. [without.] There, there, go to the post-' Sol. Very right, very right. [Crosse. 
office. that room has always been occupied by t 
Mrs. H. Ob! here comes Mr. Solomon. private secretary. Suppose—Hold, I ha’ 


Pet. What! Father? Ay, sothereis. Fathers Know the little lodge at the end of the 
a main clever man: he knows what's going on all can thrust the secretary in that. 
over the world. | Mrs. H. You forget, Mr. Solomon; y« 
Mrs. H. No wonder; for you know he receives that the Stranger lived there. 
as many letters as a prime minister and all his Sol. Pshaw! What have we to do 


secretaries. Stranger? Who told him to live there? 
inter SOLOMON, L. PETER crosses behind, L ee 
ce re eee Mrs. H. That would be unjust; for 


Sol. Good morning, good morning to you, Mrs. that vou let the dwelling to him, and by | 
Haller. It gives me infinite pleasure to see you account he pays well for it. 
look so charmingly well. You have had the good- — Sol. He does, he does. But nobody knows 
ness to send for vour humble servant. Any news who he is. The devil himself can’t make him out. 
from the great citv? There are very weighty ‘To be sure, I lately received a letter from Spal, 
matters in agitation. I have had my letters, too. which informed me that a spy had taken up his 
Mrs. H. [smiling.] I think, Mr. Solomon, you abode in this country, and from the description— 
must correspond with the four quarters of the Mrs. H. A spy! Ridiculous! Everything 
globe. have heard bespeaks him to be a man who may 
Sol. Beg pardon, not with the whole world, Mrs. be allowed to dwell anywhere. His life is solitude 
Haller; but [consequentially] to be sure I have and silence. 
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Act II, Scene 1.]} 


Sol. So it is. 

Mrs. H. You tell me, too, he does much good. 

Sol. That he does. 

Mrs. H. He hurts nothing: not even the worm: 
in his way. 

Sol. That he does not. 

Mrs. H. He truubles no one? 

Sol. True, true! 

Mrs. H. Well, what do you want more ? 

Sol. I want to know who he is. If the man: 
would only converse a little, one might have an 
opportunity of pumping ; but if one meets him 
in the lime walk, or by the river, it is nothing but’ 
“‘Good morrow ; ” and off he marches. Once or 
twice I have contrived to edge ina word: ‘“ Fine 
day "—“Yes” “Taking a little exercise, I per- 
ceive ?”—“ Yes ”—and off again like a shot. The 
devil take such close fellows, say I. And, like 
master like man—not a syllable do I know of that 
mumps, his servant, except that his name is 
Francis. 

Mrs. H. You are putting yourself into a pas- 
sion, and quite forget who are expected. 

Sok. So I do—mercy on us! There now, you 
see ae misfortunes arise from not knowing 

~-nle 
rs. H. "Tis near twelve o’clock! If his lord- 
» has stolen an hour from his usual sleep, the 
ly must soon be here. I go to my duty: you 
-~. attend to yours, Mr. Solomon. [Brit R. 

| ‘ol. Yes, I'll look after my duty, never fear. 

ere goes another of the same class. Nobody 

»ws who she is, again. However, thus much I 

,know of her, that her right honorable lady- | 

2 the Countess, all at once, popped her into | 


' *. house, like a blot of ink upon a sheet of paper; : 


i why, wherefore, or for what reason, not a soul 

i tell. ‘She is to manage the family within |i 
rs.” She to manage! Fire and faggots! | 
ven't I managed everything, within and without, | 
st reputably, these twenty years? I must own, 

row 2& little old, and she does take a deal of 
ns; but all this she learned of me. When she: 

t came here—mercy on us! she didn’t know | 
t linen was made of flax! But what was to be | 

ected from one who has no foreign correspond- ; 

3? [Frit L. 


ACT II. | 


NE I.—A Drawing-Room in the Castle, with 
sofa and chairs. | 


nter SOLOMON, L. Rural music L. without. | 


el. [without, L.] Stop; not yet, not yet; but! 

‘e way there, make way, my good friends, 

ints and villagers. John, George, Frederick ! | 

id friends, make way. 

al. It is not the Count; it is only Baron Stein- : 
Stand back, I say; and stop the music! | 


Enter BARON STEINFORT, L., ushered in by PETER, 
who mimics and apes his father. | 


Thave the honor to introduce to your lordship: 
myself, Mr. Solomon, who blesses the hour in 
Which fortune allows him to become acquainted 
With the Honorable Baron Steinfort [Baron 
passes SOLOMON and throws himself on the sofa}, 
brother-in-law of his right honorable excellency 
Count Wintersen, my noble master. 


oe Sera el ae 


‘Count will be astonished. [BARON yawns. 


3 


Pet. Bless our noble master ! 
PETER is on R. Of sofa. 
Bar. Old and young, I see they’ll allow me no 
peace. [Aside.] Enough, enough, good Mr. Solo- 
mon, I am a soldier. 1 pay but few compliments, 


and require as few from others. 


Sol. I beg pardon, my lord. We do live in the | 


country to be sure, but we are acquainted with 
the reverence due to exalted personages. 
[ Sitting beside the BARON, L. 
Pet. Yes. We are acquainted with exalted per- 
-sonages. 


Bar. What is to become of me ?—Well, well, I 
hope we shall become better acquainted. You 
must know, Mr. Solomon, I intend to assist, for a 
couple of months at least, in attacking the well- 
stocked cellars of Wintersen. 

Sol. Why not whole years, my lord? Inexpres- 
sible would be the satisfaction of your Hace 
servant. And, though I say it, well-stocked in- 
deed are our cellars. I have, in every respect, 
here, managed matters in so frugal and provident | 
away, that his right honorable excellenc a 

Xe 
tremely sorry it is not in my power to entertain | 
your lordship. 

Pet. Extremely sorry. 

Sol. Where can Mrs. Haller have hid herself? 

Bar. Mrs. Haller! Who is she? 

Sol. Why, who she is, I can’t exactly tell your 
lordship. 

Pet. No, nor I. 

Sol. None of my correspondents give any ac- 
count of her. She is here in the capacity of a minds, 
of a superior housekeeper. Methinks I hear her | 
Silver voice upon the stairs. [Crosses k., PETER 
crosses behind to L.] I will have the honor of send- 
ing her to your lordship in an instant. 

Bar. Oh! don’t trouble yourself. 

Sol. No trouble whatever! I remain at all 
times your honorable lordship’s most obedient, 
‘humble, and devoted servant. [ Evit, bowing, R. 

Pet. Devoted servant. ~ ie t, bowing, L 

Bar. Now for a fresh plague. Now am [ to be | 
tormented by some chattcring old ugly hag, till I 
‘am stunned with her noise and officious hospital- 
ity. Oh, patience! what a virtue art thou! 


Enter Mrs. HALLER, R., with a courtesy. BARON 
rises, and returns a bow in confusion. 


[Aside.] No, old she is not. [Casts another glance 
at her.| No, by Jove, nor ugly. 

Mrs. H. I rejoice, my lord, in thus becoming 
acquainted with the brother of my benefactress. 

Bar. Madame, that title shall be doubly valua- 
ble to me, since it gives me an introduction equal- 
ly to be rejoiced at. 

Mrs. H. [without attending to the compliment. ] 
This lovely weather, then, bas enticed tho Count 
from the city. 

Bar. Not exactly that. You know him. Sun- 
shine or clouds are to him alike, as long as eternal 
summer reigns in his own heart and family. 

Mrs. H. The Count possesses a most cheerful | 
and amiable philosophy. Ever in the same happy 
humor; ever enjoying each minute of his lite. 
But you must confess, my lord, that he is a favor- | 
ite child of Fortune, and has much to be grateful, 
to her for. Not merely because she has given him 
birth and riches, but for a native sweetness of 
, temper never to be acquired; and a graceful sua- 
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4 THE STRANGER. {Act I, Scene 2. 
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Susan. That she will tell you herself. Here correspondents, on whom I can rely, in the chief 
she comes. cities of Paar a aie and America. 

a : Mrs. H. And yet ave my doubts whether 
Enter Mrs. HALLER, aith a letter. HANNAH you know what is to happen this very day, at this 
following, BR. very place. : 

Mrs. H. Very well; if those things are done, sul. At this very place! Nothing material. We 
let the drawing-room be made ready iminediately. meant to have sown a little barley to-day, but 
Valaae Maibs, R.] And, George, ruu imme- the ground is too dry; and the sheep-shearing is 
diately into the park and tell Mr. Solomon I wish pot to be till to-morrow. 
to speak with him. [zit GEORGE, L.] Icannot Pet, No, nor the bull-baiting till— 
understand this. I do not learn whether their sol. Hold your tongue, blockhead! Get about 
coming to this place be but the whim of the your business. 
moment, or a plan fora longer stay! Ifthelatter, Pet. Blockhead! There again! Isuppose I’m 
farewell, solitude! Farewell, study !—farewell'— not to open my mouth. [To Mrs. H.] Good bye. 
Yes, I must make room for gaiety and mere Exit r. 
frivolity. Yet could I willingly submit to all:| Mrs. H. The Count will be here to-day. 
but should the Countess give me new proofsof her’ ol. How! What! 
attachment, perhaps of her respect, oh, how will Mrs. H. With his lady, and his brother-in-law, 
my conscience upbraid m2! Or if this seat be Baron Steinfort. 
visited by company, and chance should conduct Sol. My letters say nothing of this. You are 
hither any of my former acquaintance—alas! laughing at your humble servant. 
alas! how wretched is the being who fears the! Mrs. H. You know, sir, ’m not much given to 
sight of any one fellow-creature! But, oh: supe- jesting. 
rior misery! to dead still more the presence of a; Sol. Peter! [crosses R.] Good lack-a-day! 
former friend! [PETER knocks, L.] Who’sthere? His right honorable excellency the Count Win- 

tersen, and her honorable excellency the Count- 
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Enter PETER, L. ess Wintersen, and his honorable lordship Baron 
Pet. Nobody. It’s only me. Steinfort—and, Lord have mercy! nothing in 


Mrs. H. So soon returned ¢ proper order! Here, Peter! Peter! 

Pet. Sharp lad, ain't I! On the road I’ve had 
a bit of talk too, and— | Enter PETER, R. 

Mrs. H. But you have observed my directions? Pet. Well, now, what’s the matter again ? 

Pet. Oh, yea, yes:—I told old Tobias ashow he| Sol. Call all the house together, directly! Send 
would never know, as long as he lived, that the to the gamekeeper: tell him to bring some veni- 
money came from vou. son. ‘Tell Rebecca to uncase the furniture, and 

Mrs. H. You found him quite recovered, I take the covering from the Venetian looking- 
hope? glasses, that her right honorable ladyship the 

Pet. Ay, sure did I. He's coming out to-day, Countess may look at her gracious countenance: 
for the first time. and tell the cook to let me see him without loss 

Mrs. H. I rejvice to hear it. of time; and tell John to catch a brace or two of 

Pet. He said that he was obliged to you for all; carp. And tell—and tell—and tell—tell Frederick 
and before dinner would crawl up to thank you. _ to friz my Sunday wig. Mercy on us—tell—There 

Mrs. H. Good Peter, do me another service. i—Go! [kit PETER, R.] Heavens and earth! 

Pet. Ay, a hundred, if you'll only let me have So little of the new furnishing of this old castle is 
a good long stare at you. complcted! Where are we to put his honorable 

Mrs. H. With all my heart! Observe when old lordship the Baron? 

Tobias comes, send him away. ‘Tell him Iam Mrs. H. Let him have the little chamber at the 
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busy, or asleep, or unwell, or what you please. —s head_ of the stairs; it is a neat room and com- 
Pet. Twill, T will. mands a beautiful prospect. 
Sol. [twithout.] There, there, go to the post-' Sol. Very right, very right. [Crosses L.] But 
office. that room has always been occupied by the Count’s 


Mrs. H. Ob! here comes Mr. Solomon. private secretary. Suppose—Hold, I have it! You 
Pet. What! Father? Ay,sothere is. Father’s know the little lodge at the end of the park: we 

a main clever man: he knows what's gving on all can thrust the secretary in that. 

— over the world. i Mrs. H. You forget, Mr. Solomon; you told me 
Mrs. H. No wonder; for you know he receives that the Stranger lived there. 

as many letters as a prime minister and all bis Sol. Pshaw! What have we to do with the 


secretaries. Stranger? Who told him to live there? He must ; 
; : turn out. ; 
Enter SOLOMON, L. PETER crosses behind, L. Mrs. H. That would be unjust; for you said i 


Sol. Good morning, good morning to you, Mrs. that vou let the dwelling to him, and by your own 
Haller. It gives me infinite pleasure to see you account he pays well for it. 
look so charmingly well. You have had the good- = Sol. He does, he does. But nobody knows 
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ness to send for vour humble servant. Any news who he is. The devil himself can’t make him out. d 
from the great city? There are very weighty To be sure, I lately received a letter from Spain, 
matters in agitation. T have had my letters, too. which informed ine that a spy had taken up his i 

Mrs. H. [smiling.] I think, Mr. Solomon, you abode in this country, and from the description— ‘A 


must correspond with the four quarters of the Mrs. H. A spv! Ridiculous! Everything I 
globe. have heard bespeaks him to be a man who may 

Sol. Beg pardon. not with the whole world, Mrs. be allowed to dwell anywhere. His life is solitude 
Haller; but [consequentially] to be sure I have and silence. 
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Act I, Scene 1.) THE STRANGER. 5 


Sol. So it is. 


Mrs. H. You tell me, too, he does much good. 
Sol. That he does. 


Pet. Bless our noble master! 
PETER is on R. Of sofa. 


—_— ——--= 


' Bar. Old and young, I see they’ll allow me no 

Mrs. H. He hurts nothing: not even the worm peace. [Aside.] Enough, enough, good Mr. Solo- 

in his way. ‘mon, I am a soldier. I pay but few compliments, 
Sol. That he does not. |and require as few from others. 

Mrs. H. He troubles no one ? | 


Sol. True, true! 


Sol. I beg pardon, my lord. We do live in the 
country to be sure, but we are acquainted with 
Mrs. H. Well, what do you want more f the reverence due to exalted personages. 


Sol. I want to know who he is. If the man! [ Sitting beside the BARON, L. 
would only converse a little, one might have an 


Opportunity of pumping ; but if one meets him sonages. 
in the lime walk, or by the river, it is nothing but, Bar. What is to become of me ?—Well, well, I 
‘Good morrow ;” and off he marches. Once or hope we shall become better acquainted. You 
twice I have contrived to edge in a word: ‘‘ Fine must know, Mr. Solomon, I intend to assist, for a 
day "—“Yes” ‘Taking a little exercise, I per- couple of months at least, in attacking the well- 
ceive ”—“‘ Yes”—and otf again like a shot. The stocked cellars of Wintersen. 
devil take such close fellows, say I. And, like Sol. Why not whole years, my lord? Inexpres- 
master like man—not a syllable do I know of that sible would be the satisfaction of your humble 
mumps, his servant, except that his name is servant. And, though I say it, well-stocked in- 
Francis. | deed are our cellars. I have, in every respect, 
here, managed matters in so frugal and provident 
away, that his right honorable excellency the 


oy a8 ee a ce. 


_ Mrs. H. You are putting yourself into a pas- 
sion, and quite forget who are expected. 
Sol. So I do—mercy on us! There now, you 


-~_——— 


see what misfortunes arise from not knowing ‘tremely sorry it is not in my power to entertain 
people. | your lordship. 

Mrs. H. ’Tis near twelve o’clock! If his lord-| Pet. Extremely sorry. 
ship has stolen an hour from his usual sleep, the; Sol. Where can Mrs. Haller have hid herself? 
family must soon be here. I go tomy duty: you, Bar. Mrs. Haller! Who is she! 
_ will attend to yours, Mr. Solomon. [Exit R. | Sol. Why, who she is, I can’t exactly tell your 
' Sol. Yes, I'll look after my duty, never fear. lordship. 


do know of her, that her right honorable lady- count of her. She is here in the capacity of a kind 
ship the Countess, all at once, popped her into: of a superior housekeeper. Methinks I hear her 
the house, like a blot of ink upon a sheet of paper; silver voice upon the stairs. [Crosses R., PETER 
but why, wherefore, or for what reason, not a soul crosses behind to L.| I will have the honor of send- 
can tell. “She is to manage the family within ing her to your lordship in an instant. 

doors.” She to manage! Fire and faggots!: Bar. Oh! don’t trouble yourself. 
Haven't I managed everything, within and without,! Sol. No trouble whatever! I remain at all 
most reputably, these twenty years? Imustown times your honorable lordship’s most obedient, 
I grow a little old, and she does take a deal of humble, and devoted servant. [Exit, bowing, R. 
pains; but all this she learned of me. Whenshe;: fet. Devoted servant. [Lxrit, bowing, L. | 
first came here—mercy on us! she didn’t know Bar. Now for a fresh plague. Now am I to be 
that linen was made of flax! But what was to be , tormented by some chattering old ugly hag, till I 
expected from one who has no foreign correspond- , am stunned with her noise and officious hospital- 
ence ? [ExitL. ‘ity. Oh, patience! what a virtue art thou ! 
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‘Enter Mrs. HALLER, R., with a courtesy. BARON 
rises, and returns a bow tn confusion. 
ACT II. | ui 


| [Aside.] No, old she is not. [Casts another glance 
| SCENE IL—A Drawing-Room in the Castle, with at her.] No, by Jove, nor ugly. 

sofa and chairs. | Mrs. ae I rejoice, my lord, in thus puns 
. ' ‘acquainted with the brother of my benefactress. 
Enter SOLOMON, L. Rural music L. without. | Bar. Madame, that title shall be doubly valua- 
Pet. (without, L.] Stop; not yet, not yet; but ble to me, since it gives me an introduction equal- 
make way there, make way, my good friends, ly to be rejoiced at. 
_ tenants and villagers. John, George, Frederick ! | 


Good friends, make way. This lovely weather, then, has enticed the Count 
Sol. It is not the Count; it is only Baron Stein- from the city. : 
fort. Stand back, I say; and stop the music! 


COSCO OOOOH OOOOHESEPOOSOHOHOOHOHUOHONY 


Mrs. H. (without attending to the compliment.] 


Bar. Not exactly that. You know him. Sun- 
: shine or clouds are to him alike, as long as eternal 
Enter BARON STEINFORT, L., ushered in byPETER, gymmer reigns in his own heart and family. 
who mimics and apes his father. 


POPP Tees tok ae 


| | Mrs. H. ‘The Count possesses a most cheerful 
Ihave the honor to introduce to your lordship and amiable philosophy. Ever in the same happy 
myself, Mr. Solomon, who blesses the hour in humor; ever enjoying each minute of his lite. 
Which fortune allows him to become acquainted But you must confess, my lord, that he is a favor- | 
With the Honorable Baron Steinfort [Baron ite child of Fortune, and has much to be grateful | 
Passes SOLOMON and throws himself on the sofa), to her for. Not merely because she has given him | 


brother-in-law of his right honorable excellency birth and riches, but for a native swectness of 
Count Wintersen, my noble master. 


_~_— 


temper never to be acquired; and a graceful sua- | 
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——————— 


Pet. Yes. We are acquainted with exalted per- | 


Count will be astonished. [BARON yawns.] Ex- | 
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There goes another of the same class. Nobody: Pet. No, nor I. | 
knows who she is, again. However, thus much I' Sol. None of my correspondents give any ac- 
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6 THE STRANGER. 


{Act II, Scene 1. 


vity of ee whose school must be Sree ‘Enter PETER, L. Mrs. HALLER crosses to PETER. 

And, need I enumerate among Fortune’s favors," pos wel). well_—_pr 
Saee : —pray now—I was ordered—I | 

the hand and aflections of your accomplished sis- can keep ita out no longer. ’Tisold Tobias; he 


ter? : 
| Bar. tae and more struck.) True, madame. vie ccs na hi 1p 
My good, easy brother, too, seems sensible of his “er TOBLAS, L., forcing his way. Erit PETER, L. | 


happiness, and is resolved to retain it. He has Tob. I must, good Heaven, I must! 

quitted the service, to live here. Iam yet afraid Mrs. H. [confused.] I have no time at present. 

he may soon grow weary of Wintersen and retire- ,I—I—You see I am not alone. 

ment. | Tob. Oh! this good gentleman will forgive me. 
Mrs. H. I should trust not. They who bear a’ Bar. What do you want? 

cheerful and unreproaching conscience into soli-: Zob. To return thanks. Even charity is a bur- 

tude, surely must increase the measure of their: den ifone may not be grateful for it. 

own enjoyments. They quit the poor, precarious | Mrs. H. To-morrow, good Tobias; to-morrow. 

the dependent pleasures which they borrowed Bar. Nay, no false delicacy, madame. Allow 

from the world, to draw a real bliss from that ex- him to vent the feelings of his heart; and permit 

haustless source of true delight, the fountain of a me to witness a scene which convinces me, even 

pure, unsullied heart. imore powerfully than your conversation, how no- 
Bur. Speak, old man. 
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culated for retirement than men. 
thousand employments, a thousand amusements, to the city; I shall purchase my Robert’s release. . 


an advocate ? 
Mrs. H. I have lived here three years. 


Has retirement long possessed so lovely bly you employ your time. 


Tob. Oh, lady, that each word which drops from 
my lips might call down a blessing on your head ! 


Bar. And never felt a secret wish for the soci- | I lay forsaken and dying in my hut; not even bread 


ety you left, and must have adorned ? 
Mrs. H. Never. 


or hope remained. Oh! then you came in the 
form of an angel; brought medicines to me; and 


Bar. To feel thus, belongs either to a very rough | your sweet consoling voice did more than those. 


or a very polished soul. ‘The first sight convinced 
me in which class I am to place you. 

Mrs. H. [with a sigh.) There may, perhaps, be 
a third class. 

Bar. Indeed, madame, I wish not to be thought 
forward ; but women always seemed to me less cal- 
We have a 


Which you have not. 

Mrs. H. Dare I ask what they are? 

Bar. We ride, we hunt, we play, read, write. 

Mrs. H. The nobleenjoyments of the chase, and 
the still more noble enjoyments of play, I grant 
you. 

Bar. Nay, but dare I ask, what are your em- 
ployments for a day? 

Mrs. H. Oh, my lord! you cannot imagine how 
quickly time passes, when a certain uniformity 
guides the minutes of our life. How often do I ask, 
“Is Saturday come again so soon?” Ona bright, 
cheerful morning, my books and breakfast are 
carried out upon the grass-plot. Then is the 
sweet picture of reviving industry and eager in- 
nocence always new to me. The birds’ notes so 
often heard, still waken new ideas; the herds are 
led into the fields; the peasant bends his eye upon 
his plough. Everything lives and moves; and in 
every creature’s mind, it seems as it were morn- 
ing. ‘Towards evening, I begin to roam abroad ; 
from the park into the meadows. And sometimes, 
returning, I pause to look at the village boys and 
girls as they play. Then do I bless their inno- 
cence, and pray to Heaven those laughing thought- 
less hours could be their lot forever. 

Bar. This is excellent! But these are summer 
amusements. The winter! The winter! 

Mrs. H. Why torever picture winter like old 
age, torpid, tedious and uncheerful ? Winter has 
its own delights; this is the time to instruct and 
mend the mind by reading and reflection. At 
this season, too, I often take my harp, and amuse 
myself Ov playing or singing the little favorite airs 


Bar. Happy indeed are they who can thus cre- 
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Heaven has blessed my latter days. 
‘ger too, who lives near me, has given me a purse 


I ain recovered. To-day, for the first time, I have 
returned thanks in the presence of the sun; and 
now I come to you, noble lady. Let me drop my 
tears upon your charitable hand. For your sake, 
The Stran- 


of gold to buy my son’s release. I am on my way 


Then I shall have an honest daughter-in-law. 
And you, if ever after that vou pass our happy 
cottage, oh! what must you feel when you say to 
yourself, ‘‘ This is inv work !”’ 

Mrs. H. i a tone of entreaty.| Enough, Tobi- 
as, enough! 

Tob. I beg pardon! I cannot utter what is 
breathing in my breast. There is One who knows 
it. May His blessing and your own heart reward 

you! [Fait L. 
_ Mrs. H. [endeavoring to bring about a ccnver- 
' sation.| I suppose, my lord, we may expect the 
Count and Countess evey moment now ? 
_ Bar. Not just yet, madame. He travels at his 
‘leisure. I am selfish, perhaps, in not being anx- 
ious for his speed; the delay has procured me a 
delight which I never shall forget. 

Mrs. H. [smiling.] You satirize mankind, my 
lord. 

Bar. How sof 

Mrs. H. In supposing such scenes to be un- 

common. 
| Bar. I confess I was little prepared for such an 


acquaintance as yourself; I am extremely sur- ' 


prised. When Solomon told me your name and 
situation, how could I suppose that— Pardon 
my curiosity—you have been or are married ? 

| Mrs. H. [suddenly sinking from her cheerful 
raillery into mournful gloom.] I have been mar- 
ried, my lord. 

Bar. [whose inquiries evince curtosity, yet are 
restrained within the bounds of the nicest respect.] 
A widow, then? 

Mrs. H. I beseech vou— 


There are strings in 


| that remind me of the past, or solicit hope for the the human heart, which, touched, will sometimes 
| future. 


‘utter dreadful discord. I beseech you— 
' Bar. I understand you. I see you know how to 


| ate and vary their own pleasures and employments. ' conceal everything except your perfections. 
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Act I, Scene 3.] THE STRANGER. 7 
>< Mrs. H. My perfections, alas! [Rural music Countess. Come, Mrs. Haller. 
3| without, L.| But I hear the happy tenantry an- [MRs. HALLER crosses to the COUNTESS. 


$, nounce the Count’s arrival. Your pardon, my [Exit with Mrs. HALLER, SUSAN and HANNAH 
= lord, I must attend them. [Exit L. following, R. 


Bar. Excellent creature! What is she, and 


; . _ Bar. (aside, and going.] I am in a very singular 
' what can be her history? I must seek my sister.) 0,” [ Crosses R. 


> 
> 
> 
>: . . . 
| instantly. How strong and how atte re Count. Whither so fast, good brother ¢ 
terest I feel for her! But it is a g g Bar. To my apartment: I have letters to—I 
{ to check. And yet, why sof Whatever are the ° » Sparen phatase ee 


/ Deine -.,' Count. Pshaw! Stay. Let us take a turn in 
| emotions she has inspired, [ am sure they arise’, , park together. 


Bar. Excuse me, I'am not perfectly well. I 
should be but bad company. I— [Exit r. 
Count. [SOLOMON and PETER advance, bowing, 


R.) Well, Solomon, you are as great a fool as 
ScENE II.—The Lawn. Rural music 1. ever, I see. 
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from the perfections of the mind, and never shall 
be met by unworthiness in mine. [Exit L. 


Enter SoLoMON and PETER, L., ushering in the’ ee Ha net At your right honorable excellen- 


CouNT, CHILD, COUNTESS WINTERSEN leading | : 

the CHILD; Mrs. HALLER, the BARON and SER- oie es eta to PETER.) Who is that ape at 

VANTS following. Sol. Ape! Oh! that is—with respect to your 

Sol. Welcome, ten thousand welcomes, your ieee ra it spoken—the son peee te by 
excellencies ! ame, . : 

Count. Well, here we are! Heaven bless our| Count. So, so! Well, how goes all on? 
advance and retreat! Mrs. Haller, I bring 700 | cileacy will — poet i shart bed Paha 

‘Youll not know it again. A hermitage here; 


| an invalid, who in future will swear to no flag but 
| yours. , 
Mrs. H. Mine flies for retreat and rural happi- | serpentine walks there; an obelisk; a ruin; and 
' Ness. all so sparingly, all done with the most economi- 
Count. But not without retreating Graces, and | ¢al economy. 
retiring Cupids too. | Count. Well, T'll have a peep at your obelisk 
Countess. [who has in the meantime kindly em-' and ruins while they prepare for dinner. 


2. braced Mrs. HALLER, and by her been welcomed! Sol. Ihave already ordered it, and will have 

_to Wintersen.| My dear Count, you forget that I | ae cana of attending your right honorable ex- 
am present. ! han 

Count. Why, in the name of chivalry, how can __Cownt. Come, lead the way. [SOLOMON crosses 

I do less than your gallant brother, the Baron, |L-] Peter, attend your young master to the house 

. who has been so kind as nearly to kill my four [gives the CHILD over to PETER, R.}]; we must not 


| grays, mn order to be here five minutes before ae | ihn PA Seager Haney oes by SOLO- © 
| Bar. If I had known all the charms of this yr : ; Hn seg 
| place, you should have said so with justice. e - et. cee meer vey shale oe eae 
pwn? (P poe sie es ae | by; ‘dad the new ey with all the fine ribbone 
crown u ILLIAM over to MRS. oR. } at, | 
: Mrs. H. The sweet boy! [Stoops to kiss him, and saat ress way, your little excellency. 
and deep melancholy overshadows her countenance. | [Lxit, leading the CHILD, BR. U. E. 
Retires with the CHILD @ little L. | 
Count. Well, Solomon, you’ve provided a good | 
dinner f ScENE III.— The Ante-chamber. 
Sol. As good as haste oon allow, please your Enter Mrs. HALLER, R 
ight b ble excell ‘ : 
eel Yeu. na good as (COUNA retires a little) Mrs. H. What has thus alarmed and subdued 
B., with SOLOMON and PETER. me; my tears flow; my heart bleeds. Already 
ee racer ea cient es alee ates! Get coy oe care 
you have thus buried in the country onc 
Ae Ha! ha! What, brother, you caught oly pores Nile ae ae ee here _ 
Bar. Answer me. called him William—Oh! she knew not that she 
Countess. Well, her name is Mrs. Haller. _—_ Plunged a poignard in my heart. 3 are a William - 
Bar. That I know; but— |too, who must be as tall as this, e be still 


04 


| Countess. But!—but I know no more myself. |@live. Ah! yes, if he be still alive. His little | 
| Bar. Jesting apart, I wish to know. ‘sister, too! Why, fancy, dost thou rack me thus? | 
| Countess. And, jesting apart, I wish you would’ Why dost thou image my poor children, fainting | 
| $ not plague me. I have at least a hundred thou- ‘in sickness, and crying to their mother—to the | 
_ sand important things to do. Heavens! the vicar/ Mother who has abandoned them?  [ Weeps.] ! 
may come to pay his respects to me before I have What a wretched outcast am I! And that Just | 
been at my toilet ; of course I must consult my | to-day I should be doomed to feel these horrible 
looking-glass on the occasion. Come, William, emotions! Just to-day, when disguise was so ne- 
, [crossing R.] will you help to dress me, or stay ; COSSATY. 
| with your father ? Enter CHARLOTTE, R. | 
' Count. We'll take care of him. Char. [entering.| Very pretty, very pretty in- | 
| [Goes to the CHILD, c. |deed! Better send me to the garret at once. 
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Your servant, Mrs. Haller. I beg, madame, I may 
have a room fit for a respectable person. | 

Mrs. H. The chamber into which you have 
been shown, is, I think, a very neat one. 

Char. A very neat one, is it? Up the back 
stairs, and over the laundry! I should never be 
able to close my eyes. 

Mrs. H. [very mildly.) 1 slept there a whole year. 

Char. Did you? Then I advise you to remove | 
into it again, and the sooner the better. I’d have 
you to know, madame, there is a material differ- 
ence between certain persons and certain persons. 
Much depends upon the manner in which one has 
been educated. I think, madame, it would only 
be proper if you resigned your room to me. 

Mrs. H. If the Cuuntess desires it, certainly. 

Char. The. Countess! Very pretty, indeed! 
Would you have me think of plaguing her ladyship 
with such trifles? Ishall order my trunk to be 
carried wherever I please. | 
' Mrs. H. Certainly; only not into my chamber. 

Char. Provoking creature! but how could I' 
expect to find breeding among creatures born of 


[Act IT, Scene 3. ! 


! 


and oh, how I was scared to see him carried down 
the river ! 

Bar. And you drew him out again directly ? 

Pet. No, I didn't. 

Mrs. H. No; your father did? 

Pet. No, he didn’t. 

Mrs. H. Why, you did not leave him in the 
water ? 

Pet. Yes, we did! But we bawled as loud as 
we could. You might have heard us down to the 
village. 

Mrs. H. Ay—and so the people came immedi- 
ately to his assistance ? 

Pet. No, they didn’t; but the Stranger came, 
that lives yonder, close to old Toby, and never 
speaks a syllabYe. Odsbodkins! What a devil of 
a fellow it is! With a single spring bounce he 
slaps into the torrent; sails and dives about 
and about like aduck; gets hold of the little 
angel’s hair, and, Heaven bless him! pulls him 
safe and sound to dry land again. Ha! ha! ha! 

Bar. Is the Stranger with them ? 

Pet. Oh,lud! no. Heranaway. His excellency 


one knows not whom, and coming one knows not, wanted to thank him, and all that; but he was 


whence ? 
Mrs. H. The remark is very just. 
Enter PETER, in haste, L. 


Pet. Ohlud! Ohlud! Ohlud! Ohlud! 
Mrs. H. What’s the matter ? 


otf; vanished like a ghost. [ Crosses to BR. 


Enter SOLOMON, L. 
Sol. Oh! thou careless varlet! I disown you! 
What an accident might have happened! And 
how you have terrified his excellency! [Crosses 


Pet. The young Count has fallen into the river! to Mrs. HALLER.] But I beg pardon [bovws], 


His little excellency is drowned ! 

Mrs. H. Whot What? 

Pet. His honor, my young master! 

Mrs. H. Drowned ? 

Pet. Yes. 

Mrs. H. Dead ? 

Pet. No; he’s not dead. 

Mrs. H. Well, well, then softly ; you will alarm 
the Countess. 

Pet. Oh lud! Oh lud! 


Enter the BARON, R. 


Bar. What is the matter? Why all this noise? 

Pet. Noise? Why— | 

Mrs. H. Be not alarmed, my lord. Whatever: 
may have happened, the dear child is now at least 
safe. You said so, I think, master Peter ? 

Pet. Why, to be sure, his little excellency is not 
hurt; but he’s very wet, though: and the Count 
is taking him by the garden door to the house. 

Bar. Right, that the Countess may not be 
alarmed. But how could it happen? Pray tell’ 
us, young man. 

Pet. What, from beginning to end ? 

[Crossing to BARON. | 

Mrs. H. Never mind particulars. You attended 
the dear child ? 

Pet. True. 

Mrs. H. Into the Park ? | 

Pet. True. 

Mrs. H. And then you went to the river ? | 

Pet. True. 
witch! 

Mrs. H. Well, and what happened further ? 

Pet. Why, you see, his dear little execelleney 


Why, rabbit it, I believe you’re a 


— would see the bridge that father built out of the 


old summer-house; and the streamers, and the 


~ boat, and all that. Tonly turned my head round 


for a moment, to look after a magpie—Crush ! 
Down went the bridge with his little excellency ; 


directly, drops tt. 


‘his right honorable excellency, the Count, re- 


quests your— 

Bar. We come. 

[Crosses, and exit with Mrs. HALLER, L. 

Char. (advances, R.] Ha! ha! ha! Why, Mr. 
Solomon, you seem to have a hopeful pupil. 

Sol. Ha! Sirrah! 

Char. But, Mr. Solomon, why were you not 
nimble enouzh to have saved his young lordship ? 

Sol. Not in time, my sweet Miss. Besides, 
mercy on us! J should have sunk like a lump of 
lead; and I happened to have a letter of conse- 
quence in my pocket, which would have been 
made totally illegible, a letter from Constantinople, 
written by Chevalier— What’s hisname? [Draws 
a letter from his pocket, and putiting it up again 
PETER takes tit up slily and 
unobserved.| It contains momentous matter, I 
assure you. The world will be astonished when 
it comes to light ; and not a soul will suppose that 
old Solomon had a finger in the pie. 

Char. No, that I believe. 

Sol. But I must go and see to the cellar. Miss, 
your most obedient servant. Oh, sirrah, ob ! 

(Frit i. 

Char. [with pride.| Your servant, Mr. Solomon. 

Pet. Here’s the letter from Constantinople. I 
wonder what it can be about. Now for it. 

{ Opens tt. 

Char. Aye, Jet’s have it. 

Pet. [reads.] “If so be you say so, I'll never 
work for you, never no more. Constderingas how | 
your Sunday waistcoat has been turned three times — 
it doesn’t look amiss, and [I've charged as little as 
any tailor of ’em aul. You say I must pay for the - 
buckram 3 but I say, VU be damn'd if I do. Sono | 
more from your loving nephew, 

TIMOTHY TWIST.” 
Why, Cousin Tim writ it. | 
Who is he? 


From Constantinople! 
Char. Cousin Tim! 
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' yourself unhappy, alas! my heart b 


' nosign. [Approaches FRANCIS.] No, this is alive, is peace. 


Act IT, Scene 1.) THE STRANGER. 9 
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Pet. Good lack! Don’t you know Cousin Tim? Char. No, nor dumb, I pore at last. Is yon © 
Why, he’s one of the best tailors in all— | lifeless thing your master | 
Char. A tailor! No, sir, I don’t know him. Fra. That honest, silent gentleman is my master. 
(Crosses, L.] My father was a state coachman, Char. The same that drew the young Count 
and wore his highness’s livery. [Exit L. out of the water ? 
Pet. [mimicking.] “‘My father wasa state ra. The same. 
coachman, and wore his highness’s livery.” Well, Char. [fo the STRANGER.] Sir, my master and 
and Cousin Tim could have made his highness’s mistress, the Count and Countess, present their 
livery, if you go to that. State coachman, indeed! respectful compliments, and request the honor of 
[Exit L. | your company at a family supper this evening. 
Stra. I shall not come. 
Char. But you'll scarce send such an uncivil 
ACT IIL. answer as this. The Count is overpowered with 
| gratitude. You saved his son’s life. 
ScENE I.—The skirts of the Park and Lodge, éc.,| Stra. I did it willingly. 
as before. The STRANGER is discovered on @' Char. And won't accept of “I thank you,” in 
seat, reading. ‘return ? 
Enter Francis, from the Lodge. | Stra. No. 


ose nate j Char. You really are cruel, sir, I must tell you. 
Fra. Sir, sir, dinner is ready. [Comes forward L.' There are three of us ladies at the castle, and we 
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Stra. I want no dinner. ‘are all dying with curiosity to know who you are. 
Fra. I’ve got something good. ‘(Exit STRANGER, R.] The master is crabbed | 
Stra. Eat it yourself. ‘enough, however. Let me try what I can make of | 
Fra. You are not hungry ¢ the man. Pray, sir— [FRANCIS crosses R.] The | 
Stra. No. (Rises. ‘beginning promises little enough. Friend, why | 
Fra. NorI. The heat does take away all! won’t you look at me? | 
_ appetite. | Fra. T like to look at green trees better than | 
Stra. Yes. | green eyes. | 
Fra. Yl put it by; perhaps at night— i” Char. Green eyes, you monster! Who told you 
Stra. Perhaps. that my eyes were green? Let me tell you, there | 
Fra. Dear sir, dare I speak ? have been sonnets made on my eyes before now. ' 
Stra. Speak. Green eyes! 
Fra. You have donc a noble action. Fra. Glad to hear it. 
Stra. What ? Char. To the point, then, at once. What is | 
Fra. You have saved a fellow creature’s life. | your master? 
Stra. Peace. Fra. A man. 
Fra. Do you know who he was? Char. I surmised as much. But what’s his name ¢ 
Stra. No. Fra. The same as his father’s. 
Fra. The only son of Count Wintersen. Char. Not unlikely; and his father was— ! 
Stra. Immaterial. Fra. Married. | 


‘Fra. A gentleman, by report, worthy and bes Char. To whom? | 


_ hevolent as yourself. | Fra. To a woman. 


Stra. [angry.] Silence! Dare you flatter me? Char. [enraged.] T1l tell you what; who your | 
Fra. As I look to Heaven for mercy, I speak | master is, I see I shall not learn, and I don’t care; ' 
from my heart. When I observe how you are |but I know what you are. 
doing good around you, how you are making| Fra. Well, what am I? 
every individual’s wants your own, and are yet; Char. A bear! Exit at gate. 
leeds for ou., Fra. Thank you. Now to see how habit and 
Stra. I thank you, Francis. [Crosses 7 I example corrupt one’s manners. I am naturally 
can only thank you. Yet share this consolation | the civilest spoken fellow in the world to the pretty 
with me; my sufferings are unmerited. [Crosses R. prattling rogues; yet, following my master’s hu- 


Fra. My poor master! ‘mor, I’ve rudely driven this wench away. I must | 
Stra. Have you forgotten what the old man said have a peep at her, though. 
this morning? ‘There is another and a better: [Looking towards the Park gate. 


world!” Oh, ’tis true. Then let us hope with' 
fervency, and yet endure with patience! [CHAR-| 
LOTTE sings without.] What's here ? ! 


Enter STRANGER, B. 


| Stra. Is that woman gone f 
| Fra. Yes. 


Enter CHARLOTTE [singing], from the Park: stra. Francis! 
ate, L. U. E. Fra. Sir. 


Char. I presume, sir, you are the strange gen-| Stra. We must be gone too. 
tleman that drew my young master out of the wa-| Fra. But whither 
ter? [The STRANGER reads.] Or [to FRANCIS], Stra. I don’t care. 
are you he? [FRANCIS makes a wry face.| Are; Fra. Vl attend you. 
the creatures both dumb? [Looks at them hy: Stra. To any place? 
turns.) Surely, old Solomon has fixed two statues; Fra. To death. | 
here, by way of ornament; for of any use there is Stra. Heaven grant it—to me, at least! There 


and breathes; yes, and moves itseyes. [Bawls in Fra. Peace is everywhere. Let the storm rage 
his ear.] Good friend! without if the heart be but at rest. Yet I think we 
Fra. I’m not deaf. are very well where we are; the situation is in- 
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viting ; and nature lavish of her beauties, and of. Countess. He appears to be unfortunate. 
~ her bounties too. | Fra. Appears! 
Stra. But I ain not a wild beast to be stared at, Countess. An affair of honor, perhaps, or some 
and sent for as a show. Is it fit I should be? unhappy attachment may have— 
Fra. Another of your interpretations! Thata Fra. It may. 
man, the life of whose only son you have saved,| Countess. Be this as it may, I wish to know 
should invite you to his house, seems to me not who he is. 
very unnatural. aes So do I. 
Stra. I will not be invited to any house. Countess. What! Don’t you know him yourself? 
' Fra. For once, methinks, you might submit; | 
. you'll not be asked a second time. [Halfaside. his real selt—his heart—his soul—his worth-—his 
Stra. Proud wretches! They believe the most honor! Perhaps you think one knows a man 
essential service is requited, if one may but have | when one is acquainted with his name and per son? 
| the honor of sitting at their table. Let us begone. | Countess. ’Tis well said, friend; you please me 
[Crosses L. ‘much. And now I should like to know you. 
Fra. Yet hold, sir! This bustle will soon be! Who are you? 


over. Used to the town, the Count and his party; Fra. Your humble servant. [Exit R. 
will soon be tired of simple nature, and you will; Cowtess. This is affectation! A desire to ap- 
| again be freed from observation. pear singular! Every one wishes to make himself 
Stra. Not from yours. 'distinguished. One sails round the world—ano- 
Fra. This is too much. Do I deserve your ‘ther creeps into a hovel. 
doubts ? Bar. And the man apes his master ! 
Stra. Am I in the wrong ? Countess. Come, brother, let us seek the Count. 
Fra. You are, indeed ! | He and Mrs. Haller turned into the lawn. [ Going. 
Stra. Francis, my servant, you are my only' Bur. Stay. First, a word or two, sister. I am 
friend. ‘in love. 
Fra. That title makes amends for all. | Countess. For the hundredth time. 


Stra. But look! look, Francis! ‘There are uni- | Bar. For the first time in my life. 
forms and gay dresses in the walk again. No, I Countess. I wish you joy. 
must be gone. Here I'll stay no longer. [ Crosses R. | Bar. Till now, you have evaded my inquiries. 
Fra. Well, then, I'll tie up my bundle. Who is she? I beseech you, sister, be serious. 
Stra. The sooner the better! They come this There is a time for a!l things 
way. Now must I shut myself in my hovel, and: Countess. Well, if I am to be serious, I obey. 
lose this fine breeze. Nay, if they be your high- I do not know who Mrs. Haller is, as I have al- 
bred class of all, they may have impudence enough ready told you; but what I do know of her, shall 
to walk into my chamber. Francis, I shall lock not be concealed from you. It may now be three 
_ the door. [Goes into the Lodge, locks the door, and years ago, when, one evening, about twilight, a 
is fastening the shutters. lady was announced, who wished to speak with 
Fra. And Ill be your sentinel. ‘me in private. Mrs. Haller appeared, with all 
Stra. Very well. [Closes the shutters. that grace and modesty which have enchanted 
Fra. Now, should these people be as inquisitive you. Her features, at that moment, bore keener 
as their maid, I must summon my whole stock of mar ks of the sorrow and confusion which have 
impertinence. But their questions and my an- since settled into gentle melancholy. She threw 
swers need little study. They can learn nothing herself at my feet, and besought me to save a 
of the Stranger from me; for the best of all pos-: wretch who was on the brink of despair. She 
sible reasons—I know nothing of him myself. told me she had heard much of my benevolence, 
and offered herself as a servant to attend me. I 
Enter BARON and COUNTESS, from gates. endeavored to dive into the cause of her sufferings, 
Countess. [comes down c.| There is a strange but in vain. She concealed her secret; yet open- 
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face. ‘The servant, probably. ing to me more and more each day a heart, chosen 

_ Bar, (t.J Friend, can we speak to your master? by virtue as her temple, and an under standing im- 
| Fra. [R.] No. proved by the most refined attainments. She no 
| Bar. Only for a few minutes. longer remained my servant, but became my 
| Fra. He bas locked himself in his room. ‘friend, and, by her own desire, has ever since re- 
| Countess. ‘Tell him a lady waits for him. sided here. [Courtesying.] Brother, I have done. 
| Fra. Then he’s sure not to come. Bar. Too little to satisfy my curiosity; yet 

Countess. Does he hate our sex ? enough to make me realize my project. Sister, 

Fra. He hates the whole human race, but wo- lend me your aid—I would marry ber. 
' men particularly. Countess. You! 

Countess. And why ? Bar. I. 

Ira. We mav have been deceived. Countess. Baron Steinfort! 

Countess. ‘This is not very courteous. Bar. For shame !—if I understand you. 


Fra. My master is not over-courteous; but Countess. Not so harsh, and not so hasty! 
when he sees a chance of saving a fellow-crea- Those great sentiments of contempt of inequality 
ture’s life, he’ll attempt it at the hazard of his own. in rank are very fine in a romance; but we hap- 

Bar. You are right. Now hear the reason of pen not to be inhabitants of an ideal world. How 
our visit. The wife and brother-in-law of the could you introduce her to the circle we live in? 
man whose child your master has saved, wish to You surely would not attempt to present her to— 


a‘knowledyge their obligations to him. | Bar. Ovject as vou will—my answer is—TI love. 
Ira, That he dislikes. He only wishes to live Sister, you see a man before you, who— 
unnoticed. | Countess. Who wants a Wife. 


Fra. Oh! I know him well enough. I mean | 
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Bar. No; who has deliberately poised advan-' Mrs. H. You confuse me! But why should I | 
tage against disadvantage; domestic ease _and play the prude? I will own there was a time | 
comfort against the false gaieties of fashion. Ican when I thought myself handsome. ’Tjg past. | 
withdraw into the country. I need no honors to Alas! The enchanting beauties of a female coun- | 
make my tenants happy ; and my heart will teach | tenance arise from peace of mind—the look which © > 
me to make their happiness my own. With such ‘captivates an honorable man must be reflected 
& wife as this, children who resemble her, and from a noble soul. 
fortune enough to Spread comfort around me, | Countess. Then Heaven grant my bosom may | 
what would the soul of man have more? ever hold as pure a heart a8 how these eyes bear 

Countess. This ig all vastly fine. I admire your I | 
plan; only you seem to have forgotten one trifling Mrs. H. [with sudden wildness.) Oh! Heaven 
circumstance. forbid ! 

Bar. And that is— Countess. astonished.] How! 

Countess. Whether Mrs. Haller will have youor; Mrs. H. [ce king her fears.) Spare me! I am 
ot. &wretch! The sutlerings of three years can give 
Bar. There, sister, I just want your assistance. me no claim to your friendship—no, not even to 
| Good Henrietta. ‘your compassion. Oh! Spare me! [ Going. 
Countess. Well, here’s my hand. [ill do all I Countess. Stay, Mrs. Haller. For the first time 

can for you. St!—We had hear been overheard. | I beg your confidence. My brother loves you. 

! They, are coming. Be patient and obedient. Mrs. H. [starting and gazing full in the Jace of 

| ' the COUNTEss.] For mirth, too much—for ear- 
hest, too mournful ! 

Countess. I revere that modest blush. Discover 

to me who you are. You risk nothing. Pour all 

Count. Upon my word, Mrs. Haller, you are a your griefs into a sister’s bosom. Am’'I not kind ? 

nimble walker; I should be sorry to run a Tace And can I not be silent ? 
| With you. Mrs. H. Alas! But a frank reliance on a gen- 


Mrs. H. Custom, my lord. You need only take ‘erous mind is the greatest sacrifice to be offered by 
_ the same walk every day for a month. | 


Count. Yes; if I wanted to resemble my gray- 
; hounds. Well, what says the Stranger ? 
Countess. He gave Charlotte a flat refusal; and 
you see his door, and even his shutters, are closed 
| 


n 


| £nter at the Gates, CouNT, and Mrs. HALLER 
| leaning on his arm, L. They advance, c. 


1d you never hear—oh! how shocking is it to 
unmask a deception Which alone has recom- 
mended me to your regard! But it must be 80. 
Madame—fie, Adelaide! Does pride become you? 3 

Did you ever hear of the Countess Waldbourg ? De 
| Won't do. I must show MY gratitude one way or 


Countess. I think I did hear, at the neighbor- |$ 

| other. [Crosses to STEINFORT.] Steinfort, we ing court, of sucha creature. She plunged an 

will take the ladies home, and then you shall try honorable husband into misery. She ran away 
once again to see him. You can talk to these | with a Villain. 


Mrs. H. She did indeed. [Falls at the feet of 


against us. 
Count. What an unaccountable being! But it 


Bar. If you wish it, with all my heart. 
' Count. Thank you, thank you. Come, ladies ; 
come, Mrs. Haller. [Ezeunt COUNTESS and Mrs. 


| H., Count and BARON, through gates. Countess. peng Jrom her with horror.) Ha! 


Begone! (Going, but her heart draws her back.) 
Yet, she is unfortunate: she ig unfriended! Her 
image is repentance—her life the proof. Be still 
awhile, remorseless prejudice, and let the genuine 
feelings of my soul avow—they do not truly honor 
virtue, who can insult the erring heart that would 


return to her Sanctuary. [Looking with sorrow 
Countess. Well, Mrs. ae how do you like! on her.] Rise, I beseech you, rise! My husband 


i eee 
1 
' 


SCENE II.—A Chamber in the Castle. 
Enter CouNnrTEss and Mrs. HALLER, R. 


| the man that just now left us and my brother may surprise us. I promise to be 
Mrs. H. Who do you mean, madame? silent. [Raising her. | 
Countess. My brother. | Mrs. H. Yes, you will be silent—but of! con- | 

| Mrs. H. He deserves to be your brother. Science! conscience! thoy never wilt be silent. | 

| Countess. [ Ccourtesying.) Your most obedient! | (Clasping her hands.) Do not cast me from you. 

| That shall be written in my pocket-book, | Countess. Never! Your lonely life, your Silent | 

_ Mrs. H. Without flattery, then, madame, he anguish and contrition may at length atone your 

| appears to be most amiable. crime. And never shall you want an asylum, ! 
Countess. Good. Anda handsome man ? where your penitence may lament your loss. Your : 
Mrs. H. (with indifference. ] Oh, ves. ‘fault was youth and inexperience! your heart 


Countess. “Oh, yes!” It sounded almost like never was, never could be concerned in it. 
“Oh, no!” But T must tell you that he looks | Mrs. H. Oh! Spare me! My conscience never 
- upon you to be a handsome woman. [MrRs. HAL-' reproaches mé so bitterly as when I catch my 
LER smiles.} You make no reply to this? base thoughts in search of an excuse ! No, nothing 
Mrs. H. What shall I reply? Derision never can palliate my guilt; and the only just consola- 
fell from your lips; and I am little calculated to! tion left me is to acquit the man I wronged, and 
support it. own I erred without a cause of fair complaint. 
Countess. As little as you are calculated to be; Countess. And this is the mark of true repent- 
the cause of it. No; I was in farnest. Now? ‘ance. Alas! my friend, when superior sense, 
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recommended, too, by superior charms of person, Enter, L., ANNETTE and CLAUDINE, playing on 2 
assail a young though wedded— their guitars. i 
Mrs. H. Ab! not even that mean €xCuse 1S lett Ana. To welevowe mirth and harmless glee, 5-4 
me. In all that merits admiration, respect, and We rambling minstrels, blithe and free, > 
love, he was far, far beneath my husband. But Se ee > 
5 . . 7 wear Never: Lac ros a i 
to attempt to account for my strange infatuation Sr MRE EROTI 2 
—I cannot bear it. I thought my busband’s man- ai We find a home, : 
ner grew colder to me. Tis true, I knew that his RSE one an ouE ol : 
exPCuses, and his contidence in deceitful friends, Clau. No anxious griefs disturb our rest, be 
' had embarrassed his means, and clouded his: Nor busy cures annoy our breast ; i+ 
| spirits; yet I thought he denied me pleasures and Rees ut Hee ae sl ian > 
* e ° « r ¢ * a e 
| amusements still within our reach. My vanity Midian 
_ was mortified! My confidence not courted. ‘The Hail, rising day, 
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serpent tongue of my seducer promised everything. | That rosy health and peace bestows | 


But never could such arguments avail, till,’ e 
assisted by forged letters, and the treachery of a Dring the duet the STRANGER looks from the 
servant whom I most contided in, he fixed my Lodge window, and at the conclusion, comes out. 


belief that my lord was false, and that all the gry. [R.] What mummery is this? 

coldness I complained of was disgust tome, and = Fyg, [R. ¢.] I hoped it might amuse you, sit. 

love for another—all his home retrenchments but = ‘s#rq, Amuse me—fool! : 

the means of satisfying a Tival’s luxury. Mad-  Frq, Well, then I wished to amuse myself a 

dened with this conviction (conviction it was, for jittle. I don’t think my recreations are 80 very 

artifice was most ingenious in its proof), [left MY nymerous. 

children—father—husband, to follow—a villain. Stra. That’s true, my poor fellow ; indeed they 
Countess. But with such a heart, my friend‘ aye not. Let them goon. I'l listen. : 

could not remain long in her delusion. _ ! [Retires and sits down, R. 
Mrs. H. Long enough to make a sufficient pen-; yg, But to please you, my poor master, I fear 


itence impossible. Oh! what were my sensations i+ must be a sadder strain, Annette. lave you 

when the mist dispersed before my eyes! I call- ‘none but these cheerful songs ? : 

the prattie oe a cniren Sian ae for, Ann. ae, aa ue i ee given, 

. 9 Wy “ sf rnt. ; 

Countess. [embracing her.| Here, here, on this Mya, Haller sagt =. ie pa dhe aes 

bosom only shall your future tears be shed; and the castle. . 

ani dear sufferer, make you again familiar with | 7-q, Mrs, Haller! I should like to hear that. 
Mrs. H. Oh! impossible! 
Countess. Have you never heard of your chil-. 
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Ann. Thave a silent sorrow here. 
A grief Pil ne'er impart ; 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear, 


dren? But it consumes my heart. 
Mrs. H. Never! This Sy woe, a loved despair, 
ag . y lot forever be, 
| Countess. We must endeavor to gain some ac 86 day nile Wiel, Wie Aneel bade 
count of them. We must— Hold! My husband Be never known by thee! 
' and my brother! Oh! my poor brother! I had 
i i ick ! | ‘ + | And when pale characters of death 
quite forgotten him. Quick: dear Mrs. Haller, Shallaarktuie alter'd cheok. 


wipe your eyes. Let us meet them. 
Mrs. H. Madame, [ll follow. Allow me a mo- 


When my poor wasted trembling breath 
My life’s last hope would speak, 


I shall not raise my eyes to Heaven, 


| 
| | 
_ Ment to compose myself. (Laxit CoUNTEsS, R.] I! Nie mercy nak lor ine 
pause !—Oh, yes—to compose myself! [Jroni- | My soul despuirs to be forgiven, | 
° ° ° ° ° ° ’ ° . ug { 
cally.) She little thinks it is but to gain one soli- | Unpardon'd, love, by thee 


tary moment to vent my soul’s remorse. Once, : 
the purpose of my unsettled mind was self-destruc-! _ Stra. [surprised and moved.] Oh: Ihave heard | 
tion! Heaven knows how I have sued for hope that air before, but ’twas with other words. 
and resignation! I did trust my prayers were [Hises} Francis, share our supper with your 
heard! Oh! spare me further trial! I feel —I feel | friends—I need none. [Enters the Lodge. 


my heart and brain can bear no more! [Evitr. | Fra. So I feared. Well [crosses c.], my pretty 
7 favorites, here are refreshments. [Leads them to 


table.| So, disturbed again! Now will this gen- 
tleman call for more music, and make my master 
mad! Go, go, and return when you observe this : 
ACT IV man is gone. [E.reunt, L., ANNETTE and CLAUV- 
: DINE, singing. FRANCIS sits and eats.| I was in 
hopes that I might at least eat my supper peace- 
SCENE I.—The skirts of the Park, Lodge, &c., as ably in the open air; but they follow at our heels 
before. A table spread with fruits, &c. ‘like bloodhounds. 
| 


FRANCIS discovered placing the supper. Enter BARON, from gates. 


Fra. I know be loves to have his early supper Bar. [L.] My good friend, I must speak to your | 
in the fresh air; and, while he sups, not that I master. 
_ believe anything can amuse him, yet I will try my = Fra. ie Can’t serve you. 
little Savoyards’ pretty voices. Ihave heard him Bar. Why not ? 
speak as if he had loved music. [Music without, Fra. it’s forbidden. 
L.] Oh, here they are. Bar. [offers money.) There! Announce me. 
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' Stra. Things that happen every day; occur- 


| 
| 
{ 
| 
| while nature opened our hearts, and made us en- 
| 
| 


Act IV, Scene 1.) 


Fra. Want no money. 

Bar. Well, only announce me, then. 

Fra. [rising.) I will announce you, sir; but it 
won't avail! I shall be abused, and you rejected. 
However, we can but try. [ Going. 

Bar. I only ask half a minute. [FRANCIS goes 
into the Lodge.|} But when he comes, how am I to 
treat him? I never encountered a misanthrope 
before. I have heard of instructions as to con- 
duct in society ; but how I am to behave towards 
a being who loathes the whole world, and his own 
existence, I have never learned. 


Enter the STRANGER, from Lodge. 
Stra. [R.] Now, what’s your will? 
Bar. {t.] I beg pardon, sir, for—- 
recognizing him.| Charles! 
Stra. Steinfort! [They embrace. 
Bar. 18 it really you, my dear friend? 
Stra. It is. 


Bar. Merciful heavens! How you are altered! | 


Stra. The hand of misery lies heavy on me.!A man like you thus to crouch beneath the chance 
of fortune! 


But how came you here? What want you? 

Bar. Strange! Here was I ruminating how to: 
address this mysterious recluse; he appears, and | 
proves to be my old and dearest friend. 


knew that I lived here ? 


mit of Caucasus. 


fused my sister’s messenger; therefore, to give 
more weight to the invitation, I was deputed to 
be the bearer of it. And thus has fortune restored 
to me a friend, whom my heart has so long missed, 
and whom my heart just now so much requires. 
Stra. Yes, lam your friend ; your sincere friend. 
You are a true man; an uncommon man. 
wards you my heart is still the same. 


and return no more. 


som, beamed gaiety through all society, and won | 


every heart and revealed your own! 
Stra. [with asperity. ] 

every heart! Ha! ha: ha! 

you laugh, than in such a tone! 

what has happened to you? 


rences heard of in every strect. 
not to hate you, ask me not another question. If 
I am to love you, leave me. 

Bar. Oh, Charles! awake the faded ideas of 
past joys. Feel that a friend is near. Recollect 
the days we passed in Hungary, when we wan- 
dered arm in arm upon the banks of the Danube, 


amored of benevolence and friendship. 


of your regard. Do you remember it? | 
Stra. Yes. 
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THE STRANGER. 


a 
[Suddenly Both 


'close-shut sepulchre. 
der and decay. 
‘charnel-house to spread 


of all mankind was alike indifferent to me; but I 
feel that it is not so. My friend, you shall not 
Stra. Then you were not in search of me, nor! quit me without learning how I have been rcbbed 
of every joy which life afforded. Listen! Much 
Bar. As little as I know who lives on the sum-; misery may be contnined in a few words! 
You this morning saved the tracted by my native country, I quitted you and 
life of my brother-in-law’s only son; a grateful | the service. 
family wishes to behold you in its circle. You re-'a life employed in improving society and diffusing — 
‘happiness ! 
Ail went on admirably. I found friends. 
length, too, I found a wife; a lovely, innocent | 
creature, scarce sixteen years of age. 
loved her! 
| Both were endowed by nature with the beauty of 
To- | their mother. 
But if this, and children ! 
assurance be of any value to you—go—leave me— bce his eyes.) Ha! a tear! I could not have 
‘believed it. 
Bar. Stay! All that I see and hear of you is in-| since we have known each other. Well, my story 
explicable. ’'Tis you; but these, alas! are not the, is nearly ended. One of my friends, for whom I 
features which once enchanted every f:male bo-: had become engaged, treacherously lost me more 
than half my tortune. 
you friends before your lips were opened! Why do obliged to retrench my expenses. 
you avert your face? Is the sight of a friend be- needs but little. 
come hateful? Or, do you fear that I should read in :—a villain! to whom I was attached heart and 
your eye what passes in your soul? Where is that soul; whom I had assisted with my means, and 
open look of fire which once penetrated into promoted by my interest, this fiend! seduced my 
wife, and bore her from me. 
My look penetrate into enough to justify my hatred of mankind, and pal- 
liate my seclusion from the world? 
Bar. Oh, Heavens! Rather may I never hear tyranny, or guilt, can but imprison me or kill me. 
For Heaven’s But, O God! O God! 
sake, tell me, Charles! tell me, I conjure you, ‘death, compared to the tortures of a deceived, yet 
doting husband ! 


Steinfort, if lam. madness. 


please—I love her still. 


In those with you? 
blessed moments, you gave me this seal asa pledge a dreary hour.’ 
0 


hess to their mother should every hour remind | 
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Bar. Am I, since that time, become less worthy 
of your confidence ? 

Stra. No. 

Bar. Charles, it grieves me that I am thus com- 
pelled to enforce my rights upon you. Do you 
know this scar? 

Stra. Comrade! Friend! It received and re- 
sisted the stroke aimed at my life. I have not 
forgotten it. You knew not what a present you 
then made me. 

Bar. Speak, then, I beseech you. 

Stra. You cannot help me. 

Bar. Then I can mourn with you. 

Stra. That I hate. Besides, I cannot weep. 

Bar. Then give me words instead of tears. 
relieve the heart. 
Stra. Relieve the heart! 
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My heart is like a 
Let what is within it, moul- 
Why, why open the wretched 
a pestilence around f 

Bar. How horrid are your looks! For shame! 


Stra. Steinfort! I did think that the opinion 


At- 


What pleasing pictures did I form of | 


I fixed on Cassel-to be my abode. 
At 


Oh! howl! | 
She bore me a son and a daughter. 


Ask me not how I loved my wife 
Yes; then I was really happy. 


Welcome, old friends! "Iwas long 


This hurt me. I was 
Contentment 


I forgave him. Another friend 
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Tell me, sir, is this 


Kings, laws, 


Oh! what are chains or 


Crosses 1. 
Bar. Yo lament the loss of a faithless wife is 


Stra. Call it what you please—say what you 


Bar. And where is she? 

Stra. I know not, nor do I wish to know. 

Bar. And your children ? 

Stra. I left them at a small town hard by. 
Bar. But why did you net keep vour children 
They would have amused you in many 


ww - 


Stra. Amused me! Oh, yes! while their like- 
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14 THE STRANGER. [Act IV, Scene 2, 


me of my past happiness! No. For three years. Fra. [astonished.| Your children, sir f 


Ihave never seen them. I hate that any hu- Stra. Take them and bring them hither. 
man creature should be near me, young or old! Fra. Your children, sirt 
Had not ridiculous habit made a servant neces-, Stra. Yes, mine! Is it so very inconceivable ? 
sary, I should never have engaged him, though, Fra. That I should have been three vears in 
he is not the worst among the bad. ‘your service, and never have heard them men- 
Bar. Such too often are the consequences of tioned, is somewhat strange. 
great alliances. Therefore, Charles, I have re- Stra. Pshaw! Blockliead !— 
solved to take a wife from a lower rank of life. = Fra. You have been married, then? 
Stra. You marry! | Stra. Well—go, go, and prepare for our journey. 


Bar. You shall see her. She is in the house. F'ra. That I can do in five minutes. [Going. 
where you are expected. Come with me. | Stra. I shall come and write the letter directly. 
Stra. What! I mix avain with the world! | Fra. Very well, sir. Evit L. 


Bar. To do a generous action without requiring Stra Yes, Vl take them with me. I'll accustom 
thanks is noble and praiseworthy. But so obsti- myself to the sight of them. The innocents! 
nately to avoid those thanks, as to make the’ they shall not be poisoned by the refinements of 
kindness a burthen, is affectation. society. Rather let them hunt their daily sus- 

Stra. Leave me! leave me! Every one tries to' tenance upon some desert island with their bow 
form a circle, of which he may be the centre: so and arrow; or creep, like torpid Hottentots, into 
doI. As long as there remains a bird in these a corner, and stare at each other. Better to do 
woods to greet the rising sun with its melody I | nothing than to do evil. Fool that I was, to be 
shall court no other society. [Crosses R. | prevailed upon once more to exhibit myself among 

Bar. Do as you please to-morrow; but give me these apes! What a ridiculous figure shall I make! 
your company this evening. Aud in the character of a suitor, too. He cannot 

Stra. No. be serious! ’Tis but some friendly artifice to draw 

Bar. Not though it were in your power, by this: me from my solitude. Why did I promise him? 
single visit, to secure the happiness of your friend ' Yet, my sufferings have been many: and to oblige 
for life ? a friend, why should I hesitate to add another 

Stra. Ha! Then I must. But how? painful hour to the wretched calendar of my life! 

Bar. You shall sue in my behalf to Mrs. Haller. | I'll go, I'll go. [Exit into Lodge. 
You have the talent of persuasion. 

Stra. I! my dear Steinfort ! 

Bar. The happiness or misery of your friend SCENE II.—The Ante-chamber. 
depends upon it. Vl contrive that you shall Enter CHARLOTTE, R. 


speak to her alone. Will you ? ou 
a I wil; but upon nie condition. Char. No, indeed, my lady! If you choose to 
Biv NAO ie. , bury yourself in the country, I'shall take ny leave. 
Iam not caleulated for a country life. And, to 


Stra. That you allow me to be gone to-morrow , 
an not Gace cae to detain me. 7 ’ sum up all, when I think of this Mrs. Haller— 


Bur. Got Whither? ! Enter SOLOMON, L. 
. stra. No matter. Promise this, or I will not gg. [overhearing her last words.] What of Mrs. 
come. as ; Haller, my sweet Miss? 
Bar. Well, do promise. Come. Char. Why, Mr. Solomon, who is Mrs. Haller? 
Stra. I have directions to give my sory ant. You know everything; you hear everything. 
[Crosses L. | Sol. I have received no letters from any part of 
Bar. In half an hour, then, we shall expect you. Europe on the subject, Miss. 
Remember, you have given your word. Char. But who is to blame? The Count and 


Stra. I have. (Exit Baron through gates. Countess. She dines with them; and at this very 
The STRANGER walks up and down, thoughtfd moment is drinking tea with them. Is this proper? 
and melancholy.) Francis! Francis! Sol. By no means. 

Char. Should not a Count and Countess, in all 


regia apne iodine their actions, show a proper degree of pride and 


Stra. Why are you out of the way? pomposity ? 

Fra. Sir, I came when I heard you call. Sol. To be sure! To he sure, they should! 
Stra. I shall leave this place to-morrow. Char. No, I won’t submit to it. Ill tell her 
Fra, With all my heart. ladyship when I dress her to-morrow, that either 
Stra. Perhaps to go into another land. -Mrs. Haller or I must quit the house. 


Fra. With all my heart again. ve 
Stra. Perhaps into another quarter of the wines! pole SCINg HOD ARON Tks 
Fra. With all my heart still. Into which, Enter BARON, R. 
quarter ? ' Bar. Didy't I hear Mrs. Haller’s name here ? 
Stra. Wherever Heaven directs! Away! away — Sol. [Confised.] Why—ves—we—we— 
from Europe! From this cultivated moral lazaret!, Bar. Charlotte, tell my sister I wish to see her 


Do vou hear, Francis ? To-morrow, early. as soon as the tea-table is removed. —[Cvosses L. 
ka. Very well. [Going. | Char. Either she or I go, that ’m determined. 
Stra, Come here, come here first, I have an [E.rit R. 


errand for you. Hire that carriage in the village; Bar. May I ask what it was you were saving ? 
drive to the town hard by; you may be back by — Sol. Why, please your honorable lordship, we 
sunset. I shall give you a letter to a widow who were talking here and there—this and that— 
lives there. With her you will find two children.' Bar. I almost begin to suspect some secret. 


They are mine. | Sol. Secret! Heaven forbid! Mercy on us! 
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THE STRANGER. 15 


¢ Act IV, Scene 2] 


_ No! I should have had letters on the subject if Countess. I have, and if you do not steer for 
’ there had been a secret. another haven, you will be doomed to drive upon 
Bar. Well, then, since it was no secret, I pre-: the ocean forever. 
' sume I may know your conversation. | Bar. Is she married ? 
Sol. You do us great honor, my lord. Why, Countess. I don’t know. 
then, at first, we were making afew common-place Bar. Is she of a good family ? 
observations. Miss Charlotte remarked we all Countess. I can’t tell. 
had our faults. I said, ‘ Yes.” Soon after, I Bar. Does she dislike me? 
remarked that the best persons in the world, Countess. Excuse my making a reply. 
were not without their weaknesses. She said,, Bar. I thank you for your sisterly affection, 
“Yes.” ‘and the explicitness of your communications. 
Bar. If you referred to Mrs. Haller’s faults and Luckily, I placed little reliance on either; and 
' weaknesses, I am desirous to hear more. | have tound a friend who will save your ladyship 
Sol. Sure enough, sir, Mrs. Haller is an excellent: all further trouble. 
' woman; but she’s not an angel, for all that. Tam: Countess. A friend! 
an old faithful servant to his excellency the Count,’ Bar. Yes. The Stranger, who saved your son’s 
' and therefore it is my duty to speak when any-._ life this morning, proves to be my intimate friend. 
_ thing is done disadvantageous to his interest. | Countess. What’s his name f 
Bar. Well! | Bar. 1 don’t know. 
Sol. For instance, now; his excellency may; Countess. Is he of good family ? 
think he has at least some score of dozens of the | Bar. I can’t tell. 
old six-and-twenty hock. Mercy on us! There, Countess. Will he come hither f 
are not ten dozen bottles left; and not a drop has' Bar. Excuse my making a reply. 
gone down my throat, I’ll swear. ' Countess. Well, the retort is fair—but insuffer- 
Bar. [smiling.| Mrs. Haller has not drank it, I able. 
| suppose ? | Bar. You can’t object to the da capo of your 
Sol. Not she herself, for she never drinks wine. own composition. 
But if anybody be ill in the village, any poor | 
woman lying-in, away gocs a bottle of the six-and- | Enter Count and Mrs. HALLER, RB. 
twenty! Innumerable are the times that I’ve ' +4. . 
reproved her; but she always answers me snap-. Count, Zounds co. you wns my senor 


: : : | tes; or like the poor sultan with marble legs? 
psy one ae for it. There you leave me, téte-d-téte with Mrs. Haller, 
e 9 e ® 


‘as if my heart were a mere flint. So you prevailed 
Sol. Oh! with all my heart, your honorable | hee , 
lordship. It makes no Aifcrence to aie: Thad brother. The Stranger will come, then, it seems ? 


the care of the cellar twenty years, and can safely aby Tea be Bil ria ae companion 


take my oath that I never gave the poor a single é 
drop in the whole course of my life. ! roe Pegs Pee County we neKer can 


Bare oN Ce eens wee re ' Bar. This gentleman will not exactly be an ad- 


Sol. Extraordinary! One can make nothing of soto te 0uF ae . ae Pens ae Dine 
her. To-day the vicar’s wife is not good enough for none wet re wane ree Now. Lad 
her. ‘To-morrow you may see her sitting with all! yiitersen. summon all your charms There > 

the women in the village. To be sure, she and I! sess . y devilax:but thi 
agree pretty well; for between me and your. ~° art in conquering us poor devils; but this 


| i strange man, who does not care a doit for you all 
pie es lordship, she has cast an eye upon MY together, is worth your efforts. Try your skill. I 


Bar. Has she? | shan’t be jealous. 


Countess. I allow the conquest to be worth the 
Sol. Yes—Peter’s no fool, I assure you. The 
schoolmaster is teaching him to write: Would | trouble. But what Mrs. Haller has not been able 


| your honorable lordship please to see a specimen ? to effect in three months, ought not to be attempt- 


: ed by me. 
| peti ir. his copy-book. He makes his pot-hooks “yy. 7 Oh, madame, he has given me no op- 


Bar. Another time, another time. Good bye elie a trying be ea my charms, for I 
1 - never once happene : 
HOE Ane Dresent, Mr, Solomon. [SOLOMON dows: Count. Then he’s a blockhead, and you an 


_ without attempting to go.) Good day, Mr. Solomon. , 

Sol. [not understanding the hint.) Your honor- ; 
able lordship’s most obedient servant. 
' Bar. Mr. Solomon, I wish to be alone. 7 ter SOLOMON, L. 
Sol. As your lordship commands. If the time. pee : 
should seem long in my absence, and your lordship Sol. The Stranger begs leave to have the 

$ wishes to hear the newest news from the seat of ,honor— [A2zit SOLOMON. 

war, you need only send for old Solomon. Ihave; Count. Welcome! Welcome! [Runs to meet the 

wos 
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Sol. (without, L.] This way, sir. This way. 
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letters from Leghorn, Cape Horn and every known STRANGER, whom he conducts in by the hand.) 

part of the habitable globe. Exit L. |My dear sir—Lady Wintersen—Mrs. Haller—_ 
Bar. Tedious old fool! Yet hold! Did he not [Mrs. HALLER, as soon as she sees the STRAN- 

_ speak in praise of Mrs. Haller? Pardoned be his GER, shrieks, and swoons in the arms of the BARON. 

. Tage for news and politics. The STRANGER casts a look at her, and, struck 

with astonishment and horror, rushes out of the 

| Enter COUNTESS, RB. room, L. The BARON and COUNTESS bear MRs. 


Well, sister, have you spoken to her? | HALLER off, R.; CouNT following in great surprise. 
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THE STRANGER. Act V, Scene 2. 

ACT V ‘Often, when, in excess of grief, I have despaired 

: of every consolation, I have thought I should be 

Scene 1.—The Ante-chamber. easier if I might behold my husband once again, 


‘acknowledge my injustice to him, and take a gen- 
|tle leave of him forever. This, therefore, is my 


Enter BARON, RB. ; 
a i first request—a conversation for a few short min- 


Bar. Oh! deceitful hope! Thou phantom of ‘utes, if he does not quite abhor the sight of me. | 


future happiness. To thee have I stretched out My second request is—oh !—not to see, but to 
my arms, and thou hast vanished into air!, hear some account ofmy poor children. 
Wretched Steinfort! The mystery is solved! She: Bar. If humanity and friendship can avail, he 
is the wife of my friend! I cannot myself be hap-. will not for a moment delay your wishes. 
py; but I may perhaps be able to reunite two, Countess. Heaven be with you! 
lovely souls whom cruel fate has severed. Ha!| Mrs. H. And my prayers. [Ezit BARON, L. 
they are here. I must propose it instantly. Countess. Come, my friend, come into the air, 
till he returns with hope and consolation. 

Enter CoUNTESS and Mrs. HALLER, R. Mrs. H. Oh! my heart! how art thou afflicted ! 

Countess. Into the garden, my dear friend! | My husband! My little ones! Past joys and fu- 
Into the air! ture fears. Oh, dearest madame, there are mo- 

Mrs. H. I am quite well. Do not alarm your-|ments in which we live years! moments which 
selves on my account. steal the roses from the cheek of health, and 

Bar. Madame, pardon my intrusion; but to! plough deep furrows in the brow of youth. 
lose a moment may be fatal. He means to quit! Countess. Banish these sad reflections. (Crosses 
the country to-morrow. We must devise means L.] Come, let us walk. The sun will set soon; 
to reconcile you to the Stranger. ‘let nature’s beauties dissipate anxiety. 

Mrs. H. How, my lord! You seem acquainted: Mrs. H. Alas! Yes, the setting sun is a proper 
with my history f scene for me. 

Bar. Iam. Waldbourg has been my friend ever; Countess. Never forget that a morning will 
since we were boys. We served together from | succeed. [Exeunt L. 
the rank of cadet. We have been separated seven | 
years. Chance brought us this day together, ae 
his heart was open to me. : 

Mrs. H. How do I feel what it is to be in the ‘Scene II.—The skirts of the Park, Lodge, &c., as 
presence of an honest man, when I dare not meet ; before. 


his eye. 
? : ; t j 
Bar. If sincere repentance, if years without re- Enter BARON, from gates 


' proach, do not give us a title to man’s forgiveness,’ Bar. On earth there is but one such pair. They 
| what must we expect hereafter? No! lovely pen-i shall not be parted. Yet what ] have undertaken 
_itent! your contrition is complete. Error for a: is not so easy as I at first hoped. What can I 


moment wrested from slumbering virtue the do-' answer when he asks me whether I would per- 
minion of your heart; but she awoke, and, with a suade him to renounce his character, and become 
look, banished her enemy forever. I know my the derision of socicty? For he is right; a faith- 


. friend. He has the firmness of a man; but, with | less wife is a dishonor! and to forgive her is to 


it, the gentlest feelings of your sex. I hasten to’ share her shame. What though Adelaide may be 
him. With the fire of pure, disinterested friend-' an exception; a young deluded girl, who has so 
ship will I enter on this work; that, when I look ' long and so sincerely repented; yet what cares 
back upon my past life, I may derive from this an unfeeling world for this? The world! He 
good action consolation in disappointment, and has quitted it. ’Tis evident he loves her still; 
even resignation in despair. Going L. ‘and upon this assurance builds my sanguine heart 
Mrs. H. [crosses c.] Oh, stay! What would the hope of a happy termination to an honest en- 
you do? No! never! My husband’s honor is sa-' terprise. 
cred tome. I love him unutterably; but never, | 
never can I be his wife again, even if he were Enter FRANCIS with two children, WILLIAM and 
generous enough to pardon me. | AMELIA, R. 
Bar. Madame! Can you, Countess, be serious? Fra. [R.c.] Come along, my pretty ones— 
Mrs. H. Not that title, I beseech you! Iam come. 
not a child, who wishes to avoid deserved punish-' Will. (1. c.] Is it far to home? 
ment. What were my penitence, if I hoped ad-| Fra. No; we shall be there directly now. 


' vantage from it beyond the consciousness of Bar. [L.] Hold! Whose children are these? 
- atonement for past offense ? Fra. My master’s. 


Countess. But if your husband himself ?— | Will. Is that my father? 
Mrs. H. Oh! he will not! he cannot! And let Bar. It darts like lightning through my brain. 
him rest assured I never would replace my honor A word with you. [FRANCIS puts the children 
at the expense of his. a little back.) IT Know you love your master. 
Bar. He still loves you. Strange things have happened bere. Your master 

Mrs. H. Loves me! Then he must not—no— has found his wife again. 
he must purify his heart from a weakness which Fra. Indeed! Glad to hear it. 
would degrade him! Bar. Mrs. Haller— 

Bar. Incomparable woman! I go to my friend = J’ra. Is she his wife? Still more glad to hear it. 
—perhaps for the last time! Have you not one Bar. But he is determined to go from her. 
word to send him ? Fra. on! 

Mrs. H. Yes, I have two requests to make., Bar. We must try to prevent it. 
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Act V, Scene 2.) 


Fra. Surely. 

Bar. The unexpected appearance of the chil- 
dren may perhaps assist us. 

Fra. How sot 

Bar. Hide yourself with them in that hut. Be- 


| fore a quarter of an hour is past, you shall know 


more. 

Fra. But— 

Bar. No more questions, I entreat you. Time 
is precious. 

Fra. Well, well; questions are not much in my 
way. Come, ‘children. [Takes them in each hand. 

Will. Why, I thought you told me I should see 
my father ? 

Fra. So you shall, my dear. Come, moppets. 

Goes into the hut with the CHILDREN, L. U. E. 

ar. Excellent! I promise myself much from 
this little artifice. If the mild look of the mother 
fails, the innocent smiles of these, his own chil- 
dren, will surely find the way to his heart. [Taps 
at the lodge door; the STRANGER comes out.| 
Charles, I wish you joy. 

Stra. Of what? 

Bar. You have found her again. 

Stra. Show a bankrupt the treasure which he 
once possessed, and then congratulate him on the 
amount! 

Bar. Why not, if it be in your power to retrieve 
the whole? 

Stra. I understand you: you are a negotiator 
from my wife. It won’t avail. 

Bar. Learn to know your wife better. Yes, I 
am a messenger from her; but without power to 
treat. She, who loves you unutterably, who with- 
out you never can be happy, renounces your for- 
giveness; because, as she thinks, your honor is 
incompatible with such a weakness. 

Stra. Pshaw! Iam not to be caught. 

Bar. Charles! consider well— 

Stra. Steinfort, let me explain all this. 
lived here three years. Adelaide knew it. 

Bar. Knew it! She never saw you till to-day. 

Stra. That you may make fools believe. Hear 
further: she knows, too, that Iam not a common 
sort of man; that my heart is not to be attacked : 
in the usual manner. She therefore framed a 
deep-concerted plan. She played a charitable 
part; but in such a way that it always reached 
my ears. She played a pious, modest, reserved 
part, in order to excite my curiosity. And, at: 
last, to-day she plays the prude. She refuses my 
forgiveness, in hopes, by this generous device, to 
extort it from my compassion. 

Bar. Charles! I have listened to you with as- 
tonishment. This is a weakness only to be par- 
doned in a man who has so often been deceived 
by the world. You wife has expressly and stead-. 
fastly declared that she will not accept your for- 
giveness, even if you yourself were weak enough 
to offer it. 

Stra. What then has brought you hither ?f 

Bar. More than one reason. First, Iam come’ 
in my own name, as your friend and comrade, to 
conjure you solemnly not to spurn this creature 
from you; for, by my soul, you will not find her 
equal. 

Stra. Give yourself no further trouble. 

Bar. Be candid, Charles. You love her still ? 

Stra. Alas! yes. 

Bar. Her sincere repentance has long since ob- 
literated her crime. 


I have 
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| Stra. Sir! a wife once induced to forfeit her 
honor, must be capable of a second crime. 

Bar. Not so, Charles. Ask your heart what 
portion of the blame may be your own. 

Stra. Mine ? 

Bar. Yours. Who told you to marry a thought- 
less, inexperienced girl? One scarce expects es- 
tablished principles at five-and-twenty in a man, 
yet you require them in a girl of sixteen! But of 
this no more. She has erred; she has repented ; 
and, during three years, her conduct has been 80 
far above reproach, that even the piercing eye of 
calumny has not discovered a speck upon this ra- 
diant orb. 

Stra. Now, were I to believe all this—and I 
confess I would willingly believe it—yet she can 
never again be mine. Ah! what a feast would it 
be for the painted dolls and vermin of the world, 
when I appeared among them with my runaway 

‘wife upon my arm! What mocking, whispering, 
pointing! Never! Never! Never! [Crosses L. 

Bar. Enough! As a friend I have done my 
duty; I now appear as Adelaide’s ambassador. 
She requests one moment’s conversation; she 
wishes once again to see you, and never more! 
You cannot deny her this only, this last request. 

Stra. I understand this too: she thinks my 
firmness will be melted by her tears; she is mis- 
taken. She may come. 

Bar. She will come to make you feel how much 
you mistake her. I go for her. 

Stra. Another word. 

Bar. Another word ! 

Stra. Give her this paper, and these jewels. 
They belong to her. [Presenting them. 

Bar. That you may do yourself. [Exit at gate c. 

Stra. The last anxious moment of my life draws 
near. I shall see her once again; I shall see her 

on whom my soul dotes. Is this the language of 
| an injured husband? What is this principle which 
we call honor? Is it the feeling of the heart, or a 
quibble in the brain? I must be resolute; it can- 
not now be otherwise. Let me speak solemnly, 
yet mildly; and beware that nothing of reproach 
escape my lips. 


Enter COUNTESS, MRS. HALLER, and BARON, 
Jrom gates. 

| Yes, her penitence is real, it is real. She shall not 
‘be obliged to live in mean dependence ; she shall 
be mistress of herself, she shall— Ha! they come. 
Awake, insulted pride ! Protect me, injured hon- 

or! [Gets over to R. of stage. 

Mrs. H. [advances siowly and in a tremor, L. 
COUNTESS attempts to support her.) Leave me 
now, I beseech you. [BARON and COUNTESS 
retire into the hut, L. U. E. Approaches the 
STRANGER, who, with averted countenance, and 
in erred agitation, awatts her address.) My 
lord! 
| Stra. [with gentle tremulous utterance, and face 
still turned away.) What. would you with me, 
Adelaide ? 

Mrs. H. [much agitated.| No—for Heaven’s 

sake! I was not prepared for this—Adelaide !— 
|No, no. For Heaven’s sake! Harsh words alone . 
are suited to a culprit’s ear. 

Stra. [endeavoring to give his voice firmness.] 
Well, madame! 

Mrs. H. Oh! If you will ease my heart, if you 
ion spare and pity me, use reproaches. 
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Stra. Reproaches! Here they are; hereonmy Mrs. H. [opens it and weeps.) How well do I 
sallow cheek—here in my hollow eye—here in my recollect the sweet evening when you gave me 
faded form. These reproaches I could notspare you. these! That evening my father joined our hands; 
Mrs. H. Were I a hardened sinner, this for-; and joyfully I pronounced the oath of eternal 
bearance would be charity; but I am a suffering: fidelity. It is broken. This locket you gave me 
penitent, and it overpowers me! Alas! then I on my birthday. That was a happy day! We 
must be the herald of my own shame. For where ! had a country feast. How cheerful we all were! 
shall 1 find peace till I have eased my soul by my This bracelet I received after my William was 
contession. ‘born! No! Take them—take them—I cannot 
Stra. No confession, madame. I release you take these, unless you wish that the sight of them 
from every humiliation. I perceive you feel that, should be an incessant reproach to my almost 
we must part forever. broken heart. [Gives them back. 
Mrs. H. know it. Nor come I here to suppli-| Stra. Imust go. My soul and pride will hold 
cate your pardon; nor has my heart contained a no longer. Farewell! 
ray of hope that you would grantit. AllI dare Mrs. H. Oh! Butone minute more! An an- 


ask is that you will not curse my memory. swer to but one more question. Feel for a mo- 
Stra. No, I do not curse you. I shall never ther’s heart! Are my children still alive? 
curse you. Stra. Yes, they are alive. 


Mrs. H. From the inward conviction that lam| Mrs. H. And well? 
unworthy of your name, I have, during three| Stra. Yes, they are well. 
years, abandoned it. But this is not enough ; ; you| Mrs. H. Heaven be praised! William must be 
must have that redress which will enable you to ee grown f 
choose another—another wife; in whose chaste! Stra. I believe so. 


arms may Heaven protect your hoursof bliss ‘ This | Mrs. H. What! Have you not seen them, 


paper will be necessary for the purpose; it con- then? And little Amelia, is she still your favorite? 
tains a written acknowledgment of my guilt. |[Zhe STRANGER, who is in violent agitation 
Offers it, trembling. | throughout the scene, remains in silent contention 
Stra. ang it.] Perish the record forever! | beteceen honor and affection.) Ob! generous man, 
No, Adelaide, you only have possessed my heart ; allow me to behold them once again! Let me 
and Iam not ashamed to own it, you alone will ‘once more kiss the features of their father in his 
reign there forever. Your own sensations of vir- | babes, and I will kneel to you, and part with 
tue, your resolute honor, forbids you to profit by | them forever ! [She kneels—he raises her. 
my weakness; and even if—this is beneath a| Stra. Willingly, Adelaide! This very night. I 
man! But—never—will another fill Adelaide’s,; expect the children every minute. They have 
place here. . been brought up near this spot. I have already 
Mrs. H. Then nothing now remains but that sent my servant for them. He might, ere this 
one sad, hard, just word—farewell! [Going L. itime, have returned. I pledge my word to send 


stra. Stay a moment. For some months we them to the castle as soon as they arrive. There, | 
have, without knowing it, lived near each other. | ‘if you please, they may remain till daybreak to- 
I have learnt much good of you. You have aheart morrow; then they must go with me. | 
open to the wants of your fellow-creatures. I am | 
happy that it isso. You shall not be without the [The CounTEss and Baron, hain re-entered 
power of gratifying your benevolence. I know — and listened to the whole conversation with the 
' you have a spirit that must shrink from a state of: warmest sympathy, exchange signals. BARON 
obligation. ‘This paper, to which the whole rem-| goes into the Hut, and soon returns with the 
nant of my fortune is pledged, secures you inde-| CHILDREN. He gives the GIRL to the COUNTESS, 
pendence, Adelaide; and let the only recommen-! tho places herself behind the STRANGER. - He 
dation of the gift be, that it willadminister to you himself walks with the Boy behind Mrs. HAL- 
_ the means of indulging in charity, the divine pro-! LER. 
pensity of your nature. | 

Mrs. H. Never! To the labor of my hands’ Mrs. H. In this world, then, we have no more 
alone will I owe my sustenance. A morsel of bread, to say!— [Seizing his hand. } Forget a wretch 
moistened with the tear of penitence, will suttice who never will forget you. Let me press this | 
my wishes and exceed my merits. It would bean hand once more to my lips—this hand which once | 
additional reproach, to think that I served myself,; was mine. And when my penance shall have | 
or even others, from the bounty of the man whom. broken my heart—when we again meet in a bet- | 
~ Lhad so deeply injured. ‘ter world— | 

Stra. Take it, madame; take it. ! Stra. There, Adelaide, you may be mine | 

Mrs. H. I have deserved this. But I throw my-! Stra. ; ' tj 
' selfupon your generosity. Havecompassiononme!! Mrs. #. oa beaten, 

Stra. [aside.] Villain! Of what a woman hast 
thou robbed me! [Puts up the paper.| Well, ' 
madame, I respect your sentiments, and withdraw: 
' my request ; but on condition, that if ever vou (Children. Dear father! Dear mother! [ They | 
shall be inwant of any thing, I may be the first and press the CHILDREN in their arms with speeciess 
only person in the world to whom you will make ayection, then tear themselves away—gnze at each 
your application. other—spread their arms and rush into an em- 

Mrs. H. 1 promise it, my lord. brace. The CHILDREN run and cling round their 

Stra, And now I may, at least, desire you to PARENTS. The Curtain falls. 
take back what is vour own—vour jewels. . 

[Gives her the casket. | ee 


[But as they are going, she encounters the Bor | 
and he the GIRL. 
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THE STRANGER. 19 


COSTUMES. 


STRANGER.—Dark gray doublet and pantaloons trimmed with ; TOBIAS.—Dark drab or gray body, with trunks of same, blue 
black velvet, bouts, und slouch hat. stuckings, cup, and shoes. 


BARON STEINFORT.— White body and pantaloons, with sear. | COUNT’S SON.—Light blue suit, silver buttons and sush, white 
let hussar cloak and sleeves, hangiog over one shoulder, the | stockings, shoes, and cap. 
; “ith vold lz a ond ; ’ ‘eathers. . : 
Whole trinmed with gold lace; Hessian boots, cap aud feathers. | Wirt r aM (the STRANGEK's Sou.)—Buff-eolored dress, with 
COUNT WINTERSEN.—A green dress of the same make. stockings, shoes, sush, und cup. 
SOLOMON.—Firet dress: Brown cont, scarlet embroidered | GEORGE.—Drab or gray Jerkin and trunks, blue stockings, and 
waistcoat, black velvet breeches, striped stockings, shoes, | Shoes. 


eee a Sips Se wl wig. Second dress: Flowered | yrs HALLER.—Neat white muslin dress, very plainly trimmed, 
He RUC eee: white lace head-dress, confined in the center of the forehcnd, 


FRANCIS.—Drab-colored doublet and pantaloons, russet boots, | 224 fulling over the shoulders. 
gud round Can: COUNTESS.—Firxt Dress: Traveling pelisse, hat and tassel. 


PETER —First dreas: White cotton body, gray fly and trunks, Second Dress: White satin richly trimmed. 
blue stockings, russet shoes, small round white hat, broad shirt |CHARLOTTE.—Pink or blue body and white muslin petticoat. 
collar. Second dress: Flowered silk suit und white stockings. trimmed with the same color as the body. 
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The “ Stranger " was written by Kotzebue in the year 1787, during a period of severe illness. ‘‘ Never before or since,” he says, 
‘did I feel such a rapid flow of ideas and imagery as during that period; and I believe it to be undeniable that by some kinds of 
illness, particularly those in which the irritation of tho nerves is increased, the powers of the mind are abundantly elevated, as 
diseased mussels alone produce pearls.” 

Few dramatic works have over been so much abused as this by the critics. Even in our own day, we continually hear it con- 
demned as « mawkish combination of false sentiment, exaggerated passion and unnatural incident. And yet for more than half a 
century it hus kept rooted possession of the stage in every city of Europe and America where the drama exists; and at the present 
time its popularity seems greater than ever, if we may judge from the frequency of its representation. It is therefore idle for the 
critics to storm and sneer. Time, the great umpire, and the popular heart, give them the lie. That interpretation of human passion 
cannot be wholly false, which awakens su inany responses. The sentiment cannot be wholly mawkish or sickly, which, among vuri- 
ous people and at various times, touches the deepest sensibilities of an audience. 

It cannot be denied, however, that there is something repulsive In the terminating scene of this play as it exists in the original 
German, where the erring wife and the misanthropic husband are reconciled. It is but fair to give the author's own views on this 
subject. ‘ Among other accusations that have been brought against me,” he says, ‘it has been urged that I have not administered 
strict poctical justice in granting unqualified pardon to Eulalia (Mra. Haller), and restoring so great a criminal to her station in 
society and to every joy of life. But no one seems to have considered the dreadful punishment she has necessarily incurred from the 
reflections upon her own miscbnduct, or to have examined whether any pardon could release her from those reflections, and whether 
& woman with such a mind, luburing under the pressure of a sullied conscience, could ever be happy again.” 

This is an ingenious, but by no means a satisfactory defense of Kotzebue’s conception. ‘The characters of both man and wife 
suffer in their reconciliation. At any sacrifice of her own feclings, Mrs. Haller should have saved her husband's honor from the pro- 
fanation involved in that reconciliation ; and he, like every man with a true reverence for the pure and beautiful in woman, should 
have shunned while he forgave the fascinating penitent. He loses our respect the moment he takes her again to his arms. Some ot 
our best actors have been of this opinion; and on the American stige, the reconciliation scene is generally omitted, and the play 
is supposed to end with the catastrophe of the final separation of husband and wife. 

There have been several English versions of the “‘Stranger.”’ The present one, which is the most approved, is by Benjamin Thomp- 
son. and has had the advantage of the emendations of Sheridan and John Philip Kemble. One of the most distinguished personators 
of the character of the “ Stranger " was John Palmer, whose tragical death will always be remembered in connection with the history 
of this play. He was enacting the part of the hero on the Liverpvol stage, aud had exerted himself with great effect, until, on utter- 
ing. in a tone of indescribable pathos, the words, 


“ There is another and u better world,” 


he seemed overpowered with emotion. He paused for the space of almost ten seconds, as if waiting for the prompter to give him the 
word—then put out his right hand—heaved a convulsive sigh—fell, and never breathed after—dying apparently withont a pang. 
The audience for some minutes supposed he was merely acting his part ; but, on the truth being known, the excitement was intense, 
and the house was immediately cleared. Palmer had been suffering for some duys from great depression of spirits, occasioned by the 
loss of his wife and a favorite son. 

A parallel instance to this is that of Peterson, the actor, who, in 17538, while playing the Duke in Measure for Measure, in an 
| unusually masterly style, came to these words; 


ne Reason thus with life: 
* Tf I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
“That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art”’ 


here he dropped into the arms of Mr. Moody, the Claudio of the evening, and never spoke more! 

Augustus Von Kotzebue, the author of the “ Stranger,” was doomed at the age of tifty-eight to meet with a death quite as trasical 
as any he had imagined for the hero of his many dramas. The 23d of March, 1819, he was assassinated in his own house at Mun- 
heim by Karl Ludwig Sand, a political fanatic, who denounced his victim as a traitor to his country and « stipendiary of Russia. 
Two or three minutes before receiving his death-wound, Kotzebue was seated with his family. Some lady visitors entered the room, 
and after the usual compliments were exchanged, he remarked, while holding his youngest son. scarcely two months old, in his arms, 
T was exactly the age of this child when my father died.” The next moment Kotzcbue was called out tu see Sand, and, before 
many moments more had elapsed, his mortal career was terminated. 

Of such cvincidences we may say with Hamlet, ‘there is something in them more than natural, if philosophy could but tind 
it ont.” 
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